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After  Delacroix's  Raft  of  the  Medusa,  Nick  Denny,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


I  write  poetry 

Angela  Aguigui,  Associate  in  Arts 

Fascinatingly, 

"Me"  is  a  mystery. 
So  I  listen  closely 

and  journey 

to  self  discovery. 
I  unload, 

explode 
through  my  poetry. 

And  I  realize  I'm  glimpsing  the  beauty 
of  humanity 
in  melodies, 

pictures  I  see, 

written  words  to  be 

translated, 
debated, 

and  related  to. 

I  see 
truth 

like  a  bright,  piercing  light 

as  brilliant  as  the  sun  with  bold  reality 

is  too  much  so  we 

squint, 

shut  our  eyes, 

or  turn  away  entirely. 
I  am  enlightened, 

even  frightened 
at  what  I  almost  see. 
I  gaze  through  shades. 
Yet 

the  truth  insists 

existence 

no  matter  my  resistance. 
Commanding  understanding, 
still  keeping  distance, 
communicating  cautiously 
in  foreign  tongues 
to  be  psychoanalyzed, 

these  disguises 
behind  eyelids  in  darkness 

dreams  in  the  day, 

thoughts  I  won't  say 
all  revealing 
emotions  I'm  feeling. 


Yes, 

my  soul  leaks  through. 
Demanding  recognition 

through  inspiration, 
truths  I've  denied 

buried  deep  inside, 
carefully  repressed 
are  suddenly  confessed 

in  strokes  of  ink  on  paper. 
Secrets 

unwillingly  exposed, 
I  express 

dressed 
in  riddle  and  rhyme. 


Why  I  Write 

Ginger  Shelton,  Information  Systems 

This  is  where  I  am  real 
What  few  will  see 
And  most  will  never  know 
Quilted  into  a  patchwork 
of  woman  and  girl 
Looking  back  with  longing 
toward  innocence 
And  looking  forward  in 
hopes  of  strength 
Here 

Truth  looks  me  in  the  eye 
Where  it  usually  only 
Glances  around  the  room 
Admittance  of  where  I  went  wrong 
And  recognition  of  what  I  know. 
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Lifeline,  Megan  Davis,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


The  Big  Question 

Marian  Westbrook,  Liberal  Arts  Instructor 

When  I  announce  that  I  will  soon  retire 
most  people  think  it  proper  to  inquire, 
"And  so,  what  will  you  do 
now  that  you  with  work  are  through?" 
and  await  an  answer,  brimming  with  desire. 

(The  question  then  arises 

how  to  answer  these  inquiries 

before  running  off  to  join  the  new  retirees.) 

If  I  say  "sleep  till  ten,"  they  think  I'm  lazy; 

if  I  answer  "watch  clouds  form,"  they  think  I'm  crazy. 

So  what  am  I  to  do 

to  give  an  answer  true 

but  also  one  that's  just  a  little  hazy. 

I  could  say  "learn  to  fly"  with  great  bravado 

or  "hope  to  learn  to  ski  in  Colorado." 

But  they'd  think  it  was  a  lie 

or  that  I'd  been  drinking  rye 

and  dismiss  it  with  no  more  than  a  nod-o. 

"Reading  classic  books"  sounds  too  pedantic, 

and  "Caribbean  cruise"  is  too  romantic. 

If  I  say  "write  a  book," 

they  give  me  a  pitying  look 

as  if  to  say," You' 11  sink  like  the  Titanic." 

I'd  like  to  think  of  something  more  exotic 

like  "study  vegetation  in  the  tropics" 

or  "ride  an  alligator 

while  crossing  the  equator," 

but  to  do  these  things  I'd  need  a  strong  narcotic. 

I'd  like  to  think  that  I  were  more  efficient 

in  giving  answers  somehow  more  sufficient, 

but  "to  fly  with  Glenn  in  space" 

seems  really  out  of  place 

since  as  an  astronaut  I'm  not  proficient. 

I  cannot  offer  you  a  structured  plan 
Or  anything  that  sounds  especially  grand 
I  dream  of  being  free 
To  be  really,  truly  me 

And  to  do  whatever  I  want  whenever  I  can. 
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Elaine  Amurao,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


WAYNE  COMMUNITY  COLLEGE 
"FORTY  AND  PROUD!" 

[An  Italian  sonnet  upon  the  occasion  of  Wayne  Community  College's  Fortieth  Anniversary] 

Bill  Bennett,  English  Instructor/Public  Information  Officer 

Our  founding  fathers,  two  score  years  ago. 
Opened  a  door  of  opportunity, 
And  our  student-centered  philosophy 
Enabled  this  institution  to  grow. 
By  serving  all  with  a  desire  to  know, 
Our  reputation  for  high  quality 
Has  been  maintained  for  our  citizenry 
From  Nineteen  Fifty-Seven  until  now. 
And  now  a  stately  showcase  campus  stands 
Replacing  an  outgrown  facility. 
And  here  is  dignity  of  work  avowed 
By  educating  minds  and  training  hands. 
Our  four  decades  we  celebrate  with  glee. 
For  on  this  year  we  are  "Forty  and  Proud!" 
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The  Albatross 

Leigh  Youngs,  Associate  in  Science 

An  albatross,  by  alarmingly  obtuse  definition,  represents  something  in  the  lifetime  of  an  individual  in 
which  the  profoundly  important  is  dismissed  as  merely  incidental.  The  significant  element  in  the  'The  Rime  of 
the  Ancient  Mariner"  is  the  albatross,  mercilessly  shot  down  by  the  ambivalent  mariner.  In  the  poem,  as  in  life, 
the  mariner  pays  dearly  for  his  blatant  disregard  for  correct  moral  conduct.  And  anyone  who  has  shot  down  an 
albatross  knows  the  kind  of  payment  Coleridge  is  referring  to. 

I  would  like  to  think,  as  the  men  aboard  the  mariner's  ship  think,  that  I  only  watched  the  killing  of  my 
albatross  instead  of  participating  in  its  demise.  Early  one  summer,  on  a  day  that  held  the  same  "hot  and  copper 
sky  and  bloody  sun,"  my  friends  and  I  proceeded  to  drink  alcohol  all  day  long  in  the  sun  and  drive  home  that 
same  evening.  I  was  lucky;  I  rode  home  with  a  sober  driver.  My  best  friend  Beth  was  not  so  lucky.  She  and 
another  friend  drove  home  separately,  drunk.  They  had  an  accident,  and  Beth  was  killed  instantly.  This  is  my 
albatross. 

I  did  not  reach  for  my  crossbow  and  shoot  at  her.  And  I  most  certainly  did  not  treat  her  death  as  unimpor- 
tant. It  was  the  moments  leading  up  to  the  event  which  I  consider  to  be  a  pre-meditated  reaching  for  the  weapon. 
I  handed  her  plenty  of  weapons-one  after  the  other,  all  day  long.  It  just  was  not  that  important  that  we  find  a 
safe  ride  home  for  her.  At  least  we  did  not  think  so  at  the  time. 

This  is  the  blatant  disregard  for  human  life  Coleridge  is  referring  to  in  his  poem.  And  I  was  cursed  that  day. 
I  was  also  made  to  wander  the  land  for  the  rest  of  my  life  to  tell  the  story  and  admit  my  responsibility  in  it.  She 
was  one  of  God's  creatures,  and  like  the  albatross,  was  always  a  great  friend  and  a  "good  omen."  Just  like  the 
Mariner,  I  realized  my  fault  in  the  escapade  shortly  after  it  happened  and  admitted  it  to  God  and  to  myself.  But 
sometimes  that  is  just  not  good  enough.  I  was  asked  to  write  a  poem  to  her  and  recite  it  at  my  graduation  in  an 
auditorium  that  was  bleak  with  the  knowledge  that  it  was  missing  one  of  its  jewels.  I  have  the  poem  to  this  day. 
I  wear  it  around  my  neck. 


Psychic  Vortex,  Jody  Fulghum,  Associate  in  Science 
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Now  That  You  Are  Gone 

Michalene  Norton,  Associate  in  Arts 


We  walked  here  together 
you  and  I,  and  now 
that  you  are  gone  even  the 
white  grains  of  sand  miss 
your  presence. 
The  sea  cries  out  to 
ask  me  where  you  are. 

No  more  talk  of  stars 
or  far  off  places,  and 
when  you  left  you  must 
have  taken  Pegasus  with 
you  because  I  haven't 
been  able  to  find  him 
at  night  without  you. 

When  you  were  young 
there  were  opportunities 
even  for  inmiigrants  in 
this  country,  but  since 
you've  been  gone  my 
hopes  for  my  own  future 
here  are  not  as  bright 

You  said  I  could  be 
anything  I  wanted  to 
be  in  life  and  at 
Christmas  time  when  they 
all  bought  me  dolls  and 
make-up,  you  had  the  remote 
control  plane  hidden  for  me. 


Even  your  own  sons 
mimicked  your  accent  that 
you  were  so  desperate  to 
hide  out  of  shame  even 
though  a  U.S.  President 
wasn't  ashamed  when  he 
called  you  a  hero. 

Now  that  you  are  gone 
I  realize  I  never 
asked  you  about  the 
life  you  lived  before 
escaping  and  I  wonder 
how  you  ever  got  over 
leaving  your  life  behind. 

You  taught  me  how  to 
be  content  without 
having  to  say  a  word, 
and  times  spent  just 
sitting  with  you  along  the 
water's  edge  are  the  best 
times  to  remember. 

Even  though  you've  been 
gone  thirteen  years,  it  hasn't  been 
easy.  I  wished  you  could  have 
been  there  for  graduation  or  my 
wedding  to  be  by  my  side 
again,  but  then  I  realized  you 
are  always  by  my  side. 


Fall,  Beth  Christian,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 
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Snapshot  of  My  Life 

Brenda  J.  Crouch,  Associate  in  Arts 

Sitting  alone  in  this  small,  dark  room 
I  think  about  how 
I  used  to  have  a  home  and  a  family 
Many  slapped  me  on  the  back 
and  said.  Hey,  Bill,  how  ya  doing? 
and,  how  about  going  out  for  a  drink? 
but  that  was  before  I  came  here 

Now  I  sit  in  this  small,  dark  room 

drinking  my  favorite  Schlitz, 

(I  ought  to  have  stock  in  that  company) 

as  I  remember  yesterday 

When  I  came  through  the  door 

small  voices  ran  to  me  crying 

"Daddy,  Daddy" 

My  wife  would  ask  where  I'd  been 

as  she  came  closer 

close  enough  to  smell  my  breath 

I  was  a  top  salesman 

many  bought  insurance  from  me 

I  had  a  plaque 

for  knocking  on  a  million  doors 

I  covered  all  of  eastern  North  Carolina 

but  that  was  before  I  came  here 

Here  where  no  one  knows  me 

I  am  free  to  be  who  I  want  to  be 

as  I  sit  here  in  my  cosy  little  house 

where  I  keep  it  eighty  degrees 

where  I  kill  roaches 

big  enough  to  put  a  saddle  on 

No  voices  ring  in  my  ear 

here  where  I  am  alone 

free  to  be  who  I  want  to  be 

I  came  home  one  day 

to  find  my  key  no  longer  fit  the  lock 

of  that  grand  old  house  I'd  remodelled 

my  wife  had  gotten  tired  of  waiting 

and  my  children  were  grown  and  gone 

I  was  no  longer  needed 

Just  a  drunk  they  said 

Now  I'm  free  to  be  who  I  want  to  be 

sitting  alone  in  this  small,  dark  room 

nursing  a  Schlitz  and  a  shot. 
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Shattered  Glass 

Martha  Komegay 
Associate  in  Fine  Arts 

Introduction  to  the  World 

Chad  Weaver,  Associate  in  Science 

Tired  of  being  an  undiscovered  tree. 
Lost  in  a  forest  of  humanity? 
Tired  of  dealing  with  all  of  the  insanity? 
Then  grab  the  ax  and  cut  yourself  down, 
But  would  anyone  know  if  you  hit  the  ground? 
Could  anyone  hear  you  if  no  one  was  around? 
So  stand  tall  and  stretch  your  limbs  out  far, 
Maybe  someone,  someday  will  know  who  you  are. 


Let  Me  Introduce  Myself 

Michalene  Horton,  Associate  in  Arts 

Who  I  was  is  still  who  I  am 

Please  tell  me  if  you  can  see 

the  person  that  I  used  to  be? 

Sometimes  I  think  I  can  still  recall 

my  life  before  I  built  this  wall, 

A  wall  constructed  of  hurt  and  pain, 

its  cracks  filled  with  mortar  of  shame. 

Cancer  has  altered  my  physical  self 

and  now  my  life's  been  put  on  a  shelf. 

People  laugh  out  loud  or  secretly  stare. 

It  makes  me  feel  my  soul  is  bare. 

I'm  misunderstood  at  every  turn. 

I  sometimes  wonder  if  they'll  ever  learn 

that  just  because  I  may  be  fat 

I  refuse  to  be  anyone's  doormat. 

So  if  you  cannot  see 

the  person  that  I  used  to  be 

Let  me  introduce  you: 

I'm  still  funny  and  witty  and  smart 

and  I  love  to  spend  hours  just  looking  at  art. 

I  am  someone  to  be  reckoned  with; 

Jolly  fat  people  are  just  a  myth. 

So  laugh  all  you  can  at  this  moment  in  time, 

For  someday  I  know,  all  the  world  will  be  mine. 
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"Jane  Doe"  and  the  Tough  Guy 

John  W.  Fizer,  ASEP 


Being  a  volunteer  firefighter  at  age  nineteen,  I  saw  many  disturbing  sights, 
though  none  shook  me  up  quite  as  much  as  this  one. 

I  was  in  the  middle  of  a  good  night's  sleep  when  I  was  startled  awake  by 
my  pager.  The  call  was  an  auto  accident  with  injuries.  I  caught  the  first  truck, 
and  we  had  an  excellent  response  time. 

As  we  approached  the  scene,  something  seemed  peculiar.  We  went  the 
wrong  way  onto  the  interchange  and  pulled  the  truck  up  on  the  exit  ramp. 
The  truck  jerked  to  a  halt,  and  I  jumped  off  the  tailboard.  I  stopped  cold  in 
my  tracks,  for  not  ten  feet  away  lay  a  lifeless  lump  in  the  road.  It  was  the  first 
I  had  seen  outside  a  casket. 

I  was  standing  there  half  dazed  when  Danny  and  Terry  came  around  ei- 
ther side  of  the  truck. 

Danny  asked,  "Hey,  Fiz,  are  you  all  right?" 

"Yeh,  man,"  I  said,  "ain't  nothing  but  a  thing;  I'm  tough!" 

At  the  end  of  the  ramp  was  a  stop  sign  on  a  pole  flat  on  the  road.  "Jane" 
was  about  ten  feet  to  its  right,  and  the  truck  she  had  been  driving  was  about 
sixty  feet  to  its  left;  she  had  levelled  it  in  mid-flight!  About  halfway  up  the 
ramp  was  the  tailgate,  and  the  windshield  that  she  had  gone  through  was 
nearby.  Along  with  all  of  the  other  mess  was  a  big  wrench  that  Terry  said  he 
wanted.  Danny  told  him  that  he  would  have  to  ask  "Jane." 

With  that  Terry  looked  at  her  and  said,  "Hey,  lady,  mind  if  I  carry  this 
with  me?"  They  laughed.  I  was  disgusted.  Our  next  find,  a  ragdoll  lying  be- 
side the  guardrail,  stopped  the  laughter.  Was  there  a  child  with  "Jane"  when 
she  crashed?  A  state  trooper  told  us  there  was  not,  thank  God. 

As  we  were  loading  the  Jello-like  lump  into  the  body  bag,  I  found  her 
Timex  beside  her.  They  had  both  stopped  ticking  at  4: 19  a.m. 

When  I  was  finally  heading  for  home,  I  found  out  how  tough  I  wasn't.  I 
hit  a  dog,  just  grazed  it,  and  watched  it  scamper  away.  But  I  parked  my  car 
and  cried  like  a  baby. 
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Foul  Weather  Friend,  Jody  Fulghum,  Associate  in  Science 
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SWF,  24,  seeks  

Ginger  Shelton,  Information  Systems 


What  If  My  Mama 

Jennifer  Nunn,  Associate  in  Arts 

What  if  my  mama  were  a  ballerina? 

Would  I  be  able  to  dance? 
What  if  my  mama  were  a  teacher? 
Would  I  be  smart? 

What  if  my  mama  were  in  jail? 
Would  that  make  me  a  criminal? 
What  if  my  mama  were  a  drug  addict? 
Would  that  make  me  a  rotten  kid? 

What  if  my  mama  were  this? 
What  if  my  mama  were  that? 
What  if...? 
What  does  that  make  me? 


Woman 

Angela  Aguigui,  Associate  in  Arts 

A  showpiece. 
To  be  advertised, 

sensationalized. 
Confirming  a  yearning 
to  match  runway  models  on  magazine 
covers. 
A  god. 

So  thought  consuming, 
mind  brushing, 
this  fear  of  flaw, 

obsession  with  correction, 
addiction  to  comparison. 
Searching  for  positive  attention 
in  approving  glances, 
occasional  advances. 
Yet  nothing  is  enough 

to  reach  mere  satisfaction 
with  a  mirror's  image 
bent  on  perfection. 


I  want  someone  who 
gets  it 

A  man  who  will  listen  to  me 

because  he  wants  to 
not  out  of  Southern  courtesy 
or  because  his  father  told 
him  that  was  one  of  the  burdens 

that  one  had  to  bear  in  order 
to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  a  woman 
and  not  necessarily  because 

he  agrees  with  it 
but  because  he  respects  it 
someone  who  might  prefer 
on  occasion 
to  spend  a  sticky  summer  afternoon 
holding  my  hand  in  an  art  gallery 
to  holding  a  fishing  pole 
One  that  will  hand  me  a  tissue 
when  I  am  crying 
during  a  film  that  only  women  like 
Right  now 
I  may  be  asking  for 
too  much 
But  somewhere 
someday 
to  someone 
I  have  to  believe 
I  won't  be  asking  much  at  all 


Essence  of  a  Woman 

Shelboni  Daye,  Human  Services 

Her  natural  beauty  fills  a  room  with  passion 

The  slimness  of  her  figure 

The  sweet  smell  of  her  fragrance 

Gives  the  essence  that  she  is  all  woman 

Strong  in  appearance 

For  she  has  thorns  which  prick  when  not  handled  just  right 
Yet  she  is  fragile 

Needing  to  be  touched  gently  in  order  to  fully  bloom 

How  men  love  to  watch  her  full  red  lips 

As  she  smiles  that  perfect  smile 

How  women  envy  her  sophistication  and  charm 

Whenever  she  is  in  a  room 

For  she  is  the  essence  that  women  dream  of  possessing 
She  is  the  Perfect  Rose 
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Metaphor 

Angela  Aguigui,  Associate  in  Arts 


I  know  this  girl,  a  girl  like  any  other  (about  your  age  and  height  actually)  who  fell  into  a  bed 
of  sweet  smelling  flowers,  very  attractive  to  the  eyes.  I  suppose  she  just  stopped  to  browse,  like 
so  many  young  people  these  days,  you  know,  never  expecting  what  was  to  come.  Then  again,  no 
one  ever  does.  When  all  of  the  sudden  SNAP!  She  was  caught  by  a  silver-toothed  rabbit  trap, 
right  around  the  ankle!  For,  sure  enough,  the  trap  had  been  nestled  snugly  in  the  bed  of  those 
pleasant-scented  flowers.  (You  never  can  tell  about  those  things,  you  know).  She  didn't  really 
mind  at  first,  you  understand,  because  the  view  and  the  fragrance  distracted  her  from  being 
uncomfortable.  But  elbow  room  grew  scarce  and  the  vines  grew  rather  restrictive.  She  wiggled 
some  for  a  while,  but  the  grip  was  stronger  than  her  will,  and  the  thorns  bit  into  her  flesh  enough 
so  that  she  learned  to  keep  still  and  endure.  I  can  see  how  that  alternative  might  have  seemed 
easier.  Those  pretty  petals  did  envelope  her.  So  much  in  fact,  her  legs  eventually  just  disap- 
peared! 

After  a  while,  I  suppose,  she  lost  track  of  herself.  Leaves  in  her  hair,  bees  in  her  ear,  the  taste 
of  chlorophyll  in  her  mouth  —you  can  just  imagine  the  confusion. 

Though,  now  that  I  think  about  it,  she  never  did  give  a  cry  for  help.  Not  even  a  hint!  As  a 
matter  of  fact  she  looked  rather  at  home  in  that  garden  of  hers.  She  would  smile  quite  contentedly 
and  laugh  out  loud,  bragging,  when  asked,  about  the  beautiful  array  of  colors.  One  never  would 
have  guessed!  In  the  beginning,  maybe  the  scent  intoxicated  her  enough  that  she  actually  believed 
she  was  okay.  But  one  can  only  push  the  truth  back  for  so  long.  That  truth  is  an  irritating  fellow, 
you  know.  He  never  stops  ringing  the  door  bell. 

Considering  the  circumstances,  I'm  sure  she  had  good  reason  to  keep  up  the  charade.  After 
all,  what  would  pedestrians  do  if  they  knew  her  predicament?  Only  pound  their  gavels  and  shove 
cutting  shears  in  her  face  (as  if  it  were  that  easy!)  when  it  was  impossible  to  tell  where  the  vines 
ended  and  she  began.  Then  again,  how  could  they  possibly  relate?  No,  she  was  too  proud  and 
they  too  useles.  Some  fights  must  go  without  spectators,  you  see. 

Time's  rushed  on,  but  little  has  changed.  The  last  I  looked,  she  had  wilted  some.  And  maybe 
it  was  my  imagination,  but  I  caught  a  rebellious  spark  in  her  eye.  I'm  sure  she  even  plays  out 
strategies  in  her  head  of  escape  and  redemption.  But  I  wonder  if  she's  realized  yet  that  fantasies 
get  bored  after  a  time,  restless  and  eager.They  grow  teeth  and  chew  on  your  insides,  leaving  these 
frantic  teeth  marks  around  the  comers  of  your  brain—raw  and  bleeding  wounds  that  don't  just  go 
away. 

Yes,  she  seems  hopeful,  that  girl,  but  stuck  nonetheless.  A  long  time  ago  she  grew  these  bitter 
roots  of  acceptance  that  come  of  submission.  So  she's  probably  afraid  of  pain.  I  can  only  imag- 
ine ripping  pieces  of  yourself  from  the  ground,  losing  flesh  to  blades  of  thorns,  and  then  having 
to  gnaw  your  own  foot  off!  That  takes  real  strength.  Then  I'm  sure  the  healing  is  no  easier.  I  can 
see  why  she  still  might  be  waiting  for  time  to  show  up  with  his  tool  box. 
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Dream  Catcher 

Margaret  B.  Baddour,  Liberal  Arts  Instructor 

Dream  catcher 

word  snatcher 

black  feather 

thread  tamer 
slip  me  a  good  dream 

silver  webber 
snare  my  bad  dream 
beaded  dangler 

evil  strangler 
hold  it  tight  ^Blil 


Butterfly 

Sarah  Fordham 
Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 
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Wolf,  Richard  Darden,  JTPA  -  Counselor,  Recruiter 
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On  Recreational  Hunting 

Matt  Curl,  Associate  in  Science 


I  returned  to  that  place  in  the  tall  grass  with  a  heavy  brown 
paper  bag,  trusting  in  its  sturdiness  yet  troubled  by  its  in- 
tended purpose.  Its  dark  lifeless  color  matched  that  of  the  blood- 
caked  fur.  The  tangled  spikes  screamed  at  me  for  what  I  had 
done.  In  the  moonlight,  her  unfocused  glassy  eyes  burned 
through  me.  That  familiar  sick  lump  rose  to  my  throat,  erupted, 
and  poured  out  like  rain  on  the  tall  grass.  I  struggled  to  regain 
my  composure  and  set  about  my  task.  Carefully  lifting  the 
limp,  cold  body,  I  placed  it  into  the  bag.  With  the  edges  tightly 
rolled,  the  poor  creature's  outline  took  the  form  of  a  baby  in 
fetal  position. 

With  each  plunge  into  the  hard  earth,  my  small  gardening 
spade  defaced  the  ground.  I  was  not  disturbing  the  sediment 
for  some  grand  construction,  some  sand  castle,  or  fort.This 
was  no  elaborate  dwelling  for  my  action  figures.  The  hard 
earth  knew  I  had  lost  my  innocence.  I  was  digging  to  hide  my 
evil,  for  the  earth  to  take  back  a  life  it  had  sustained  and  nour- 
ished, that  same  life  cut  violently  short  by  a  stupid  young  boy 
and  his  pellet  gun,  the  stock  of  which  once  felt  so  warm  against 
the  cheek.  I  could  look  down  the  barrel  and  point  at  every- 
thing I  had  the  power  to  destroy.  I  really  meant  no  harm  by  it. 


As  the  pure  white  cat  trotted  through  my  sights,  I  sent  that 
hideous  bevelled  lead  projectile  into  her  chest,  puncturing 
a  lung.  I  was  petrified  with  shock  when  she  fell  over.  I 
meant  only  to  deliver  my  sting  and  run  away  in  diabolical 
laughter,  but  this  "sting"  would  prove  fatal.  I  cautiously 
approached  the  poor  creature  and  looked  into  her  eyes  as 
her  drool  turned  crimson.  Her  gasps  were  gargled  and 
abrupt.  She  let  out  a  yelp  that  sounded  like  a  child  with  a 
scraped  knee.  I  wept  for  her.  Helplessly,  I  watched  her 
claws  retract.  She  became  limp  and  released  her  bowels. 
She  left  this  world  and  only  a  blank  stare  remained. 

We  are  one  with  all  creatiu-es,  large  or  small,  running 
free  or  caged  victims  of  vivisection.  The  thought  of  hunt- 
ing for  fun  sickens  me.  I  remember  that  day  I  shot  the 
neighbor's  cat.  I  remember  my  guilt  when  the  neighbors 
tried  to  call  the  cat  home.  I  have  learned  that  animals  have 
rights  and  should  not  be  stripped  of  those  rights  for  hu- 
man enjoyment.  I  gained  an  entirely  new  outlook  on  life 
that  day.  Death  is  final.  Cherish  all  life. 


Look  At  That  Face,  Bridget  Talton,  Associate  in  Science 
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Abuelo 

Fe  M.  de  Varona  Finch,  Spanish  Instructor 


The  old  man's  cough  awoke  her  as  it  had  every  morning 
as  long  &s  she  could  remember.  Angela  lay  in  bed  breathing 
heavily  under  the  folds  of  the  mosquito  net.  She  closed  her 
eyes  and  tried  to  sleep  again  to  dream  of  him  again,  but  she 
couldn't.  Her  aunt  called.  It  was  time  to  get  up.  Angela  rolled 
on  her  side  seeking  the  edge  of  the  net  and  lifted  it  over  her 
head,  then  crawled  out  of  bed.  She  stretched;  her  white  gown 
fluttered  in  the  morning  breeze,  cooling  her  damp  skin.  She 
walked  across  the  cool  terrazzo  floor  to  the  small  white  wash 
stand.  As  she  washed,  her  thoughts  drifted.  Lonely,  at  times, 
and  isolated  from  other  children,  she  spent  hours  in  fanta- 
sies, letting  her  imagination  relieve  the  monotony  of  her  life. 
She  thought  of  her  grandfather;  her  mind  wandered  natu- 
rally to  him  for  he  was  the  creator  of  her  thoughts.  She  knew 
her  dreams  were  partly  his  because  his  stories  and  his  poems 
had  given  them  birth  and  nourished  them.  Her  thoughts  drifted 
to  happier  times.... 

She  loved  to  hear  him  read  his  stories  in  his  trembling 
voice.  He  wrote  of  mystical  lands  and  godlike  beings,  where 
death  and  disease  were  eliminated  by  the  wave  of  a  wand  or 
the  love  of  a  faithful  heart.  Day  after  day,  she  would  Usten  to 
him,  never  tiring  of  his  voice,  never  quenching  her  desire. 
Sometimes  he  read  his  poems.  They  too  were  full  of  joy  and 
dreams;  but  at  times  they  were  sad  and  frail  like  him.  Their 
melancholy  grieved  Angela  though  she  could  not  fully  un- 
derstand them.  She  only  could  sense  in  the  poems  Abuelo's 
own  longing  for  relief  from  the  sickness  and  the  pain.  He 
touched  her  with  his  words,  but  she  never  felt  his  hand  on 
hers,  no  hugs,  no  kisses.  His  illness  prevented  that. 

She  remembered  that  once  when  she  was  small,  she  had 
wandered  in  his  room  during  the  siesta.  His  cry  had  awak- 
ened the  household  in  chaotic  fear.  Sometimes  in  her  dreams 
she  heard  again  Abuelo's  sobs  as  she  was  being  carried  out 
of  the  room  to  be  washed,  and  she  heard  her  own  screams  of 
bewilderment  and  fear.  She  now  understood  what  was  wrong. 
She  had  learned  when  she  was  old  enough  that  her  grandfa- 
ther had  tuberculosis.  She  was  taught  to  fear  tuberculosis 
and  those  that  carried  it  as  she  feared  death  and  the  unknown, 
but  Angela  could  not  fear  her  grandfather.  At  first,  curiosity, 
and  later,  her  love  for  this  gentle  man  led  her  to  his  door. 
Sitting  on  a  small  stool  in  the  doorway,  she  sought  from  her 
grandfather  an  escape  from  the  boredom  of  the  world  around 
her  in  a  way  that  only  he  could  given  her. 

Her  thoughts  turned  to  yesterday.  She  had  awakened  as 
usual,  and  after  getting  up  and  washing,  she  had  slipped  off 
her  gown,  folded  it ,  and  placed  it  under  her  pillow.  She  had 
followed  her  usual  routine;  her  slip  and  dress  went  on  with 
the  unconscious  actions  of  habit.  She  brushed  her  thick  brown 
hair,  then  tied  it  back  with  a  ribbon.  Her  aunt's  call  to  break- 


fast had  hurried  her  down  to  the  kitchen  where  her  father 
waited  for  her.  She  kissed  his  forehead  as  he  smiled  up  at  her 
and  then  her  aunt's  cheek  when  she  placed  a  glass  of  warm 
milk  with  cafe  and  a  slice  of  buttered  bread  in  front  of  her. 
She  listened  distantly  to  the  conversation  of  the  two  adults  as 
she  dipped  the  hard  crusty  bread  into  the  milk.  They  talked  of 
the  sugar  cane  to  be  harvested  and  of  the  newborn  calf.  In  the 
distance  she  heard  Abuelo's  cough  faintly  intruding  on  the 
bustle  of  the  kitchen.  When  he  was  finished,  her  father  rose 
from  the  table  to  carry  the  tray  to  Abuelo's  room.  He  was  the 
only  one  who  went  in.  When  Abuelo  was  too  sick  to  eat  by 
himself,  he  fed  him  like  a  baby  and  nursed  him.  Angela  re- 
membered watching  Papa  as  he  bent  over  to  pick  up  the  tray. 
The  sunburned  wrinkles  on  the  back  of  his  neck  stretched  as 
he  lifted  the  tray  in  his  large  brown  hands.  He  seemed  like 
such  a  harsh  man,  incapable  of  that  gentleness  with  which  he 
cared  for  his  father,  until  he  walked  and  then  his  limp  soft- 
ened his  rough  exterior.  He  left  and  Angela  rose  from  the 
table.  It  was  time  to  start  her  chores. 

It  was  hotter  than  usual  yesterday.  The  sea  breezes  which 
kept  the  island  relatively  cool  were  not  as  strong.  She  re- 
membered how  everyone  and  everything  seemed  to  move 
slowly,  lazily.  Even  the  chickens  did  not  dart  about  fighting 
for  the  scraps  of  bread  and  com  that  she  tossed  out.  They 
pecked  at  them  methodically  because  it  was  what  they  were 
supposed  to  do.  The  palms  were  motionless  and  the  sky  was 
clear,  gray  blue  with  the  haze  produced  by  the  intense  heat. 
It  was  hard  to  breathe.  Angela  thought  about  her  grandfather 
and  wondered  if  he  was  suffering  more  because  of  the  weather. 
She  worked  slowly  but  steadily  because  she  knew  that  she 
could  not  go  in  until  the  chores  were  done. 

Papa  came  in  early  from  the  field  and  sent  the  farmhands 
home.  "It  is  too  hot  to  work  in  the  sun,"  he  told  them."We 
will  take  a  long  siesta  today." 

Tia  had  anticipated  that  they  would  stop  work  early  and 
she  had  lunch  ready  when  they  came  in.  Angela  ate  her  lunch 
quickly,  then  went  to  see  Abuelo.  He  was  waiting  for  her. 
Angela  peered  in  the  dark  room  searching  for  his  face  among 
the  shadows  of  the  curtain  which  had  been  closed  to  keep  out 
the  burning  sun.  He  smiled  when  their  eyes  met  and  reached 
for  the  yellowed  sheets  of  paper  as  she  placed  her  stool  in  the 
doorway.  He  read  softly,  peacefully,  his  voice  accompanied 
by  the  hum  of  the  electric  fan  in  the  other  room.  She  closed 
her  eyes  and  let  him  form  her  thoughts,  each  word  building 
the  image  in  her  mind.  She  had  dreamed  that  she  was  in  a 
castle  searching  for  a  secret  door  that  led  to.... 

Angela's  thoughts  were  interrupted  by  her  aunt's  call  to 
breakfast.  She  dried  her  hands  quickly  and  slipped  the  new 
black  dress  over  her  head.  She  brushed  her  hair  and  tied  it 
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back  with  a  black  ribbon,  then  went  to  the  kitchen  and  sat  at 
the  table.  Her  father  was  not  eating  breakfast  with  her  this 
morning;  he  had  already  gone  to  the  church.  Angela  and  Tia 
were  to  follow  later  in  the  car.  She  ate  her  breakfast  in  si- 
lence. There  was  no  noise  in  the  house  except  the  gentle  clat- 
ter that  her  aunt  made  as  she  washed  the  dishes  and  the  hum 
of  the  fan.  The  eerie  silence  was  interrupted  by  a  knock  on 
the  door. 

"Senora,  it's  time  to  go,"  said  the  farmhand  apologeti- 
cally. 

The  day  went  by  slowly.  The  tears,  the  prayers,  friends, 
family,  all  crowded  around  her.  They  tried  to  comfort  her, 
but  it  was  lost  on  Angela,  who  was  too  numb  to  feel  the  grief. 
She  had  had  only  one  night.  She  still  couldn't  believe  that  he 
had  left  her  so  shortly  after  their  last  hour  together.  The  fu- 
neral and  burial  were  done  within  twenty-four  hours  because 
of  the  hot  tropical  climate  and  especially  because  of  the  dis- 
ease. There  was  no  period  of  preparation,  no  open  casket,  no 
time  to  adjust. 

Angela  felt  relieved  when  the  casket  was  finally  placed 
in  the  tomb  and  she  could  return  home.  She  wanted  to  be 
alone,  to  think,  to  dream.  She  had  not  cried;  she  could  not. 
Her  father  went  ahead  on  the  horse  and  she  and  her  aunt 
followed  later  after  the  others  had  left.  The  ride  home  seemed 
endless.  She  noted  each  landmark,  counting  them  until  the 


last  one  came  in  sight  marking  the  road  to  the  farm.  When 
the  car  turned  on  the  path  to  the  house,  she  saw  the  smoke. 
At  first  it  was  a  faint  gray  plume;  then  it  grew  as  she  neared 
the  house  until  it  was  the  only  thing  she  could  see  in  the  sky. 

She  stepped  out  of  the  car  and  walked  towards  the  fire. 
Her  father  stood  nearby  directing  the  ritual  silently.  She 
looked  at  his  saddened  eyes  and  saw  in  them  the  flicker  of 
the  flames  that  were  destroying  Abuelo's  bedding  and  clothes. 
She  turned  and  watched  the  fire,  unable  to  pull  her  eyes 
away  from  the  hypnotizing  swirl  of  the  flames.  The  men 
dragged  each  thing  out  and  placed  it  in  turn  on  the  fire. 
Everything  had  to  be  sacrificed,  everything,  even  his  pa- 
pers. Angela  wanted  to  scream  when  she  saw  the  trunk  full 
of  papers  pulled  towards  the  fire,  but  she  stood  in  silence. 
The  fire  ate  away  at  what  was  once  her  grandfather's  life. 
His  dreams  and  thoughts,  her  dreams  and  her  hopes  burned 
in  the  red  flames,  and  she  could  not  prevent  them  from  leav- 
ing her  forever  She  watched  the  sheets  of  yellowed  paper 
turn  brown  and  their  ends  curl  until  they  burst  into  flames. 
The  papers  separated  and  a  few  blackened  sheets  were  caught 
by  the  wind.  They  rose  off  the  pile  and  flew  above  the  pyre 
and  then  floated  gently  to  the  ground  at  her  feet.  She  looked 
down  at  them,  straining  to  see  the  faint  traces  of  handwrit- 
ing on  the  shrivelled  black  wisps  of  paper;  and  as  she  stared 
at  them,  they  crumbled  under  the  weight  of  her  tears. 


Bridges  That  Never  Should  Have  Been  Built,  Jennifer  CampbeUy  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 
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Connections  with  a  Poet 

Dan  Stovall,  Associate  in  Science 


William  Wordsworth's  "We  Are  Seven"  touched  my  heart.  I  lost  my  older  brother 
when  I  was  17,  so  I  can  relate  to  the  little  girl  in  the  poem.  Just  as  my  brother  lives  on 
within  me,  so  the  girl's  siblings  live  on  within  her.  Although  she  has  lost  two  of  her 
siblings,  they  live  on  in  her  heart  and  mind.  She  proclaims  several  times  that  "we  are 
seven,"  not  five.  The  narrator  insists  that  she  and  her  siblings  total  only  five  because 
two  have  died,  but  the  girl  does  not  view  her  siblings  as  any  less  than  what  they  were 
when  they  lived  and  breathed.  The  two  who  have  been  lost  to  death  have  not  ceased  to 
exist  and  are  still  an  important  part  of  the  little  girl's  life.  She  comments  on  several 
activities  such  as  eating,  knitting,  and  singing  that  she  takes  part  in  while  in  the 
graveyard  where  they  are  buried.  Wordsworth's  use  of  the  girl  and  her  young  siblings 
is  one  of  the  aspects  of  the  poem  that  make  it  Romantic.  He  seems  to  say  that  the 
small  girl,  and  not  the  adult,  knows  more  about  love  and  family.  The  narrator  sug- 
gests that  once  people  die  and  go  to  Heaven,  they  are  completely  and  utterly  shut  off 
from  the  living  and  should  not  even  be  considered  as  having  ever  been  alive.  The  girl 
rejects  this  and  believes  that  the  dead  are  still  very  much  a  part  of  the  living  world.  It 
is  apparent  throughout  the  poem  that  Wordsworth  sees  beauty  and  innocence  in  youth. 
He  also  shows  a  great  admiration  for  the  confidence  and  defiant  knowledge  of  youth, 
lost  to  most  adults.  The  little  girl  counters  every  attempt  by  the  narrator  to  discount 
her  claim  of  "we  are  seven"  with  simple  explanations  of  how  the  two  lost  siblings  are 
still  very  much  alive  to  her.  In  a  sense,  she  is  trying  to  demonstrate  to  him  where  his 
thinking  is  faulty  and  never  questions  her  own  ideas.  She  is  steadfast  in  her  beliefs. 
Wordsworth  depicts  a  girl  who  is  very  happy  and  free  living  in  a  cottage  in  the  coun- 
try, and  not  in  the  city.  Perhaps  he  wants  to  show  that  a  small  country  girl,  free  of  the 
horrible  conditions  in  the  city,  is  happier,  more  content,  more  confident,  and  even 
smarter  than  a  child  raised  in  the  city.  His  comments  on  nature  are  another  aspect  of 
the  poem  which  makes  it  Romantic.  Through  the  use  of  children  and  nature, 
Wordsworth  creates  a  Romantic  work  dealing  with  the  acceptance  of  death.  He  shows 
how  a  simple  child  understands  much  better  than  an  adult  how  to  accept  and  deal  with 
the  loss  of  a  loved  one.  Rather  than  ignoring  our  lost  loved  ones,  we  should  rejoice  in 
them  and  keep  them  alive  within  our  hearts  and  minds. 
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Susan's  Song 

Ann  Spicer,  English  Department  Chair 


When  the  fire  bums  low, 

When  memory  rises  upon  the  sparks  of  settling  logs, 

When  the  wine  and  the  words  flow  freely, 

Who  will  speak  for  those  who  have  gone  before? 

The  child  with  open  heart  will  raise  his  parents  upon  the  hearth. 
But  what  of  the  childless,  those  without  inheritors? 

Who  will  breathe  the  lingering  smoky  sweet  scent 

Of  lives  lived  in  longing  and  desire  and  passion  unknown? 

Who  will  pour  the  wine  to  toast 

Those  whose  vintage  was  never  harvested— 

The  stem,  the  proud,  the  shy,  the  uncertain? 

Who  will  sing  the  songs  for  those  now  mute- 
Songs  of  soaring,  searing,  complex  hidden  notes? 

As  the  warmth  of  fire  and  wine  and  memory  fade. 
Whisper  a  prayer  for  those  who  have  gone  before 
Now  ashes  upon  the  hearth. 


Pray  for  compost. 


Roots,  Martha  Kornegay,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


19 


Take  Home  Exam  Question 

Marie  Barnes,  Humanities  Instructor 

6.   If  you  had  to  explain  our  society  or  civilization  to  a  visiting  alien  people, 
what  would  you  want  them  to  know  about  us? 


Final  Exam  2:00  A.M. 

Maureen  Loomer,  Associate  in  Arts 

I  would  show  visitors  the  United  Nations  and  have  them  witness  a 
meeting  of  the  General  Assembly.  I  would  also  show  them  films  from 
the  Nuremberg  Trials. 

I  would  show  them  the  Department  of  Molecular  Biology  at  the 
National  Institutes  of  Health.  I  would  also  take  them  to  an  AIDS  hos- 
pice. 

I  would  show  them  the  wild  pony  "penning"  on  Chincoteague  Is- 
land. I  would  also  take  them  to  the  slums  of  Calcutta  and  Cairo.  I 
would  show  them  St.  Peter's  Basilica,  Vatican  City,  and  the  Sistine 
Chapel.  I  would  also  show  them  the  Square  in  Toledo,  Spain,  where 
the  Inquisition  burnt  "heretics." 

We  are  moral  "wannabes."  We  like  to  think  of  ourselves  as  moral 
and  righteous.  Our  greatest  struggle  is  between  our  innate  sense  of 
what  is  good  and  the  expediency  of  evil. 

I  am  most  proud  of  our  accomplishments  in  preserving  and 
archiving  centuries  of  literature,  art  and  history,  which  indicates  that 
we  know  how  valuable  the  lessons  they  teach  can  be.  I  am  ashamed 
that  we  have  learned  those  lessons  so  poorly.  We  still  make  the  same 
mistakes. 
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Flowing  Fish,  Martha  Komegay 
Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


Dolphin  Fishing 

Woodrow  Anderson,  Business  Administration 


The  first  time  that  I  went  fishing  for  dolphin  is  still  one 
of  my  favorite  memories.  After  receiving  a  fishing  invita- 
tion from  two  of  our  very  good  friends,  my  wife  and  I  im- 
mediately began  preparation.  We  fined  chicken,  made  gour- 
met sandwiches,  and  collected  soft  drinks  and  water.  Then 
we  inspected,  cleaned,  and  oiled  the  fishing  gear.  Finally,  a 
quick  shopping  trip  assured  my  wife  that  she  would  be  ap- 
propriately clad  in  the  latest  fishing  fashions,  though  she 
continued  to  fret  until  claimed  by  sleep. 

Jarred  awake  by  the  alarm  clock's  screeching,  we  made 
a  pre-dawn  departure  and  rendezvoused  at  McDonald's  for 
breakfast.  Burping  contentedly,  we  proceeded  to  the  ma- 
rina, and  amid  more  coffee  and  doughnuts,  stowed  our  gear 
aboard.  With  the  two  2(X)-horsepower  outboard  Evinrudes 
at  full  throttle,  the  Grady- White  quickly  reached  the  Gulf 
Stream.  We  baited  the  trolling  lines,  set  the  outriggers,  and 
trolled  and  trolled  and  trolled,  while  the  hot  Florida  sun 
beat  down  unmercifully,  and  the  rocking  motion  of  the  boat 
caused  frequent  waves  of  queasiness. 

Suddenly  the  monotony  was  shattered  by  the  scream  of 
a  reel,  the  swish  of  a  line,  and  the  thrashing  of  an  outrigger. 
Looking  toward  the  horizon,  we  could  see  a  huge  bull  dol- 
phin lunging  in  futile  attempts  to  dislodge  the  lure  hanging 


from  his  mouth.  We  took  turns  reeling  in  this  trophy  catch 
and  secured  the  line  when  he  was  near  the  boat.  As  is  the  way 
with  dolphin,  the  entire  school  followed  and  remained  with 
their  hooked  comrade.  We  grabbed  the  casting  rods  and  be- 
gan casting  cut  bait.  Soon  we  were  pulling  in  dolphin  as 
quickly  as  possible,  and  the  neat,  well  organized  Grady- White 
was  reduced  to  a  bloody,  flopping  beehive  of  activity.  Then 
for  no  apparent  reason,  the  school  vanished  and  the  pande- 
monium ceased  as  quickly  as  it  had  begun. 

As  I  surveyed  what  had  been  a  battlefield  only  a  moment 
earlier,  my  wife  moved  to  the  side  of  the  boat  and,  with  all  the 
grace  and  poise  of  a  ballerina,  leaned  over  and  puked  her  guts 
out.  She  straightened,  turned,  and  fixed  us  with  a  dazzling 
smile,  softly  implying  that  it  was  time.  With  no  further  en- 
couragement needed,  we  were  back  at  the  dock  in  short  order. 
The  fish  were  filleted,  the  boat  cleaned,  and  the  gear  stowed. 
Then,  as  the  blazing  sun  dipped  behind  the  mangroves,  I  gazed 
out  across  the  shimmering  blue  water  and  mentally  recounted 
the  events  of  the  day,  carefully  filing  each  one  away,  to  be 
enjoyed  again  and  again. 
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Regatta 

Edwin  Modlin  11,  Associate  in  Science 

You're  set  at  the  ready,  eyes  forward,  blade  buried  and  feeling  THE  RUSH.  You  hear  the  count- 
down, your  coxswain  yells  ROW,  and  before  you  know  it  you're  stroking  a  40. 

Immediately  you  feel  the  BURN,  and  every  muscle  in  your  body  aches,  so  you  put  your  mind 
in  another  place  where  everything  is  numb.  You're  stroking  a  38  and  slowing  down  even  more 
because  you  just  caught  a  CRAB.' 

Carolina  just  passed  you,  but  you  don't  let  that  stop  you.  You  keep  rowing  faster  than  ever 
before. 

BAM!  Your  mind  goes  blank,  and  you  don't  know  if  you're  in  first  or  second  anymore.  The 
only  thing  you  know  is  that  your  coxswain  just  yelled  a  POWER  10  because  you  only  have  250  to 
go.  Suddenly  your  body  swells  with  ADRENALIN  along  with  a  mountain  full  of  pain.  You  hear 
the  first  horn,  but  you  keep  rowing  because  you  don't  know  if  it  was  your  boat  or  not. 

And  then  your  coxswain  yells  WAYNOFF.^  Instantly  your  body's  painless  except  for  the 
pounding  of  your  heart... and  that  feels  great  because  your  CREW  just  won. 

•CRAB—    when  your  oar  catches  water  that  hits  your  body  and  slows  the  boat  down. 
2WAYN0FF--01d  English  for  stop 


Windmill,  Martha  Komegay 
Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 
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Radiation 

Nicholas  Millner 
Associate  in  Fine 


Past  Present  Future 

DJ  Williams,  Pre-Engineering 

How  easily  the  world  revolves 
with  so  many  problems  left  unsolved 
The  present  continues  to  push  forward 
while  the  past  keeps  reoccurring 
In  the  future  all  we  will  have  left 
will  be  our  memories 
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Chorale  No.l  in  F  Major 


Jeremy  Hughes 
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Jeremy  Hughes,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Music 
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bloop,  bloop,  Hormis  Kalarickal,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


A  Dragon's  Thought 

Cheyenne  Corbitt 
Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -Drama 

Once  there  sat  a  dragon  in  a  room 
Reading  Shakespeare  in  the  gloom 
When  something  struck  him  like  lightning. 
It  was  extremely  frightening. 
He  realized  Shakespeare  was  right: 
All  the  world  is  a  stage 
And  we  are  standing  in  its  light 

In  front  of  everyone's  view 
Not  sure  what  we  ought  to  do. 
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For  Bettie 

Cynthia  Conner,  Associate  in  Arts 

With  the  moon  in  your  life 
You  long  for  the  day 
Your  darkness  will  turn  to  light. 
Life's  like  a  lake  of  fire. 
You're  waiting  to  be  burned. 


Son  to  Mother 

(Response  to  Langston  Hughes'  "Mother  to  Son") 
Jennifer  Nunn,  Associate  in  Arts 

Mom,  I  didn't  understand  you. 
When  I  was  little 
You  gave  me  everything. 
Life  was  good. 

Now  I've  grown, 
I've  started  at  the  bottom  step. 
I've  gotten  those  splinters 
And  I've  tripped  over  those  boards. 

Now  I  wish  you  were  with  me. 
I  need  your  help 
Cause  now  I  understand 
Life  ain't  no  crystal  stair. 


Love:  No  Strings 

Cynthia  R.  Conner,  Associate  in  Arts 

"Mama,  do  you  love  me?"  I  stop  tending  to  my  daily 
chores  to  behold  this  little  creature  at  the  hem  of  my  skirt. 
My  frown  lines  diminish,  and  my  look  of  frustration  turns 
to  pondering.  I  breathe  him  into  my  soul  and  am  over- 
come with  emotions  that  burst  into  every  nerve.  I  cannot 
relinquish  the  three  words  that  will  satisfy  the  craving  of 
this  creature  at  my  feet.  For  it  was  just  two  hours  ago 
when  he  pilfered  cookies  from  the  cookie  jar  atop  the 
forbidden  shelf  in  my  pantry.  His  hands  are  smudged 
with  remnants  of  a  chocolate  cookie,  and  his  face  stained 
with  tears  of  remorse.  "Why  should  I  love  you?  Did  you 
love  me  when  you  ventured  into  forbidden  territory?"  I 
am  instantly  pulled  into  a  state  of  memory,  and  my  mind 
displays  my  every  experience  of  love  like  a  silent  motion 
picture.  I  see  my  mother  and  father  embracing  me.  I  see 
my  friends  expressing  pleasure  at  having  me  in  their  lives. 
I  see  my  first  episode  of  true  romantic  love  (whether  it 
was  the  truth  or  a  lie),  and  most  importantly,  I  see  my 
husband.  I  regain  my  composure  and  eye  my  little  cul- 
prit, patiently  awaiting  my  response.  I  no  longer  see  him 
as  a  thief.  I  instead  see  the  love  my  husband  and  I  sus- 
tain. I  see  the  creature  I  loved  from  a  fetus  to  his  present 
state  of  being,  and  the  words  come  to  me  without  hesita- 
tion, flowing  from  my  lips  with  sincerity  and  ease:  "Yes, 
my  darling,  I  love  you."  Love:  No  Strings. 
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My  Dream 

Thomas  Carroll,  Associate  in  Science 


If  ever  you  have  looked  on  a  thing  that  is  gnarled  with 
the  neglect  of  man  and  found  a  treasure,  you  will  relate 
well  to  the  tone  my  heart  felt  for  her. 

There  on  the  side  of  the  road  she  stood,  majestic  in  her 
fight  against  the  elements  and  the  ever  burdening  stress  of 
time.  She  was  tall  and  stout  but  appeared  as  though  her 
trials  would  bring  her  to  her  knees  at  any  moment.  She  had 
once  stood  with  an  air  of  dignity,  but  the  years  of  neglect 
had  worn  so  that  now  she  slumped  with  embarrassment. 
Looking  out  over  those  who  showed  no  affections,  she 
seemed  desperate.  I  saw  the  pain  this  old  house  was  feeling 
and  wanted  to  show  it  the  attention  it  deserved. 

The  obvious  first  step  was  to  purchase  the  old  thing. 
Ironically,  it  doesn't  matter  how  dilapidated  money  gets;  if 
it's  all  in  one  piece,  it's  as  good  as  the  day  it  rolled  off  the 
press.  I  scrimped  and  saved  as  a  beggar  would  for  a  piece 
of  bread.  My  wife  thought  I  was  crazy  and  obsessed  with  a 
lost  cause,  but  I  dare  say  she  didn't  share  my  vision.  I  had 
become  what  she  feared  most  when  we  were  courting,  a 
failure.  Her  parents  knew  it,  her  friends  knew  it,  and  subse- 
quently so  did  she.  Our  humble  abode  took  second  fiddle  to 
a  ghost,  but  I  knew  that  some  day  this  hard  work  would  pay 
off.  I  bought  the  house. 

The  Old  Lady  lay  just  off  the  road  in  the  middle  of  a 
tobacco  field.  All  but  one  of  the  trees  around  the  house  had 
been  cut  to  maximize  the  amount  of  sunlight  on  the  crop  in 
the  summer.  That  same  sun,  which  brought  a  beautiful  har- 
vest, blazed  on  her  face  for  years.  Her  makeup  had  long 
since  faded,  and  her  eyes  were  now  drooping  and  squinting 
to  keep  out  the  sunlight.  The  wind  blew  through  her  with  a 
howl  that  seemed  to  patronize  her  skin,  which  was  now  too 
weak  to  keep  it  out.  Her  bones  were  straight  and  stood  only 
out  of  spite  for  the  many  storms  that  taunted  them.  Her 
once  double-decked  smile  which  echoed  many  voices  was 
now  a  frown.  This  change  in  mood  was  probably  brought 
about  by  a  strong  wind  or  tiny  diseases  which  attacked  her 
bones,  maybe  a  little  of  both. 

The  next  year  was  a  trial  of  my  faith  and  patience. 
Turning  what  was  deemed  a  lost  cause  into  a  thing  of  beauty 
took  all  of  my  spare  time  and  soon  turned  into  a  full-time 
job.  It  was  accomplished  under  the  same  criticism  that  Noah 
might  have  encountered  when  building  his  boat.  The  neigh- 
bors laughed  and  mocked,  saying  I  was  a  fool  to  waste  my 
time;  however,  the  old  Lady  prayed  all  the  while  that  I  would 
do  what  was  to  be  done.  I  took  down  all  the  old  clapboard 
and  interior  wall  coverings  to  reveal  her  skeleton.  Fortu- 


nately, the  bones  were  made  of  hardwood  and  the  parasites 
that  obviously  destroyed  the  front  porch  did  not  harm  the 
infrastructure.  The  roof  came  off  with  a  thunder  that  awoke 
the  spirits  resting  in  the  old  lady's  heart. 

After  all  of  the  waste  pieces  were  dismantled  and  taken 
away,  she  stood  naked  and  timid  but  prepared  for  rebirth.  I 
could  almost  see  her  trembling  each  day  as  I  left  for  my 
comfortable  bed.  She  seemed  to  be  afraid  I  would  not  re- 
turn, leaving  her  in  the  defenseless  mode  she  now  stood. 
Little  did  she  know  that  I  was  her  prisoner,  captured  by  my 
vision  of  what  I  knew  she  could  be.  Day  after  day  I  re- 
turned, wading  through  the  persecution,  to  let  my  hands 
fulfill  my  dream. 

The  persecution,  although  not  subsiding,  soon  changed 
to  a  tone  of  envy  when  the  old  house  began  to  take  shape. 
The  towering  chimneys  were  now  new,  and  the  bright  red 
of  the  brick  strictly  contrasted  with  the  white  of  her  refur- 
bished skin.  She  was  also  covered  with  glistening  copper  to 
keep  out  the  elements,  and  she  bore  it  with  pride.  The  roof 
could  be  seen  for  miles  on  a  sunny  day.  The  smile  that  ech- 
oed the  sounds  of  so  many  voices  again  resounded  with  the 
liveliness  of  hammers  meeting  their  targets  accompanied 
by  country  music,  which  motivated  my  hired  help. 

The  surrounding  lawn  seemed  to  gaze  on  Her  Majesty 
in  awe,  struck  not  only  by  her  beauty  but  also  the  disbelief 
that  she  could  look  so  good.  The  large  pecan  tree  which 
stood  lazily  in  front  of  her  never  lost  faith  in  her  beauty  and 
relished  her  revival  as  though  he  had  spoken  of  it  before 
and  was  ridiculed  for  it,  as  I.  The  attention  she  received 
from  others  accomplished  far  more  than  my  work  to  bring 
out  her  splendor.  The  perception  held  of  me  also  changed 
with  the  completion  of  my  project.  I  was  envied  not  for  any 
special  ability  that  I  possessed,  but  rather  for  a  work  that 
my  family  found  miraculous.  I  was  again  received  as  some- 
one that  would  not  shame  them. 

I  again  looked  on  the  thing  which  time  had  left  behind 
and  saw  the  dream  I  had.  This  time  there  was  no  strain  to 
find  her  beauty.  It  was  evident  that  she  knew  her  aura  now 
entangled  her  observers.  The  frown  that  lay  in  front  of  her 
now  portrayed  her  pride.  Her  flesh  was  clean  and  crisp. 
The  eyes  that  once  tried  to  keep  out  the  light  put  forth  their 
own  rays  brighter  than  that  of  noon  day. 

It  seems  that  everything  in  our  world  survives  at  length 
by  the  attention  of  man  because  of  his  love  or  in  spite  of  his 
hate.  With  the  absence  of  both  we  fmd  the  worst  punish- 
ment of  all,  neglect. 


27 


Foolish  Games 

Marcy  Belk,  Associate  in  Arts 


The  first  line  in  the  song  "Foolish  Games"  describes  me  more  than  you.  It  says,  "You  took  your 
coat  off  and  stood  in  the  rain,  you  were  always  crazy  like  that."  I  would  be  the  one  to  stand  in  the  rain 
without  a  coat,  and  you  would  make  fun  of  me,  or  say  I'd  get  sick.  Yet  we're  both  crazy  like  that.  The 
rest  of  the  song  is  you,  I  must  say.  I  guess  it  also  describes  us. 

I,  too,  always  felt  I  was  outside  looking  in  on  you.  You  are  the  mysterious  one.  I've  known  you 
for  over  five  years,  and  I  still  don't  understand  you.  You  are  sometimes  fashionably  sensitive  when 
you're  not  putting  on  your  show.But  you  always  seem  too  cool  to  care,  or  at  least  that's  what  you 
want  me  and  others  to  think. 

You  also  had  nothing  much  to  say,  not  even  comments  on  the  weather.  I  never  understood  why 
you  couldn't  just  carry  on  a  conversation  with  me.  It  truly  hurt  me  because  we  have  so  much  in 
common,  yet  sometimes  we  acted  like  strangers. 

The  question  the  singer  asked,  "Who  do  you  love?"  I  would  really  like  to  know.  A  few  times  I 
thought  the  answer  to  that  question  would  have  been  me,  but  now  I'm  not  so  sure. 

I  wish  I  could  tell  you  the  part  of  the  song  that  says,  "In  case  you've  failed  to  notice,  in  case 
you've  failed  to  see,  this  is  my  heart  bleeding  before  you...,"  but  it  would  be  a  waste  of  my  time 
because  you  wouldn't  understand.  You  don't  think  you've  hurt  me,  but  you're  mistaken.  Better  yet, 
I've  mistaken  you  for  someone  else,  someone  who  cared,  someone  more  like  myself 

Your  thoughtless  words  are  breaking  my  heart,  and  you  don't  even  know.  You  never  knew  how 
much  you'd  hurt  me,  and  you'll  never  know.  As  the  song  says,  "These  foolish  games  are  tearing  me 
apart."  That's  what  our  whole  "relationship"  has  been~a  game.  Well,  I'm  tired  of  playing.  Nobody 
seems  to  be  winning,  except  maybe  you.  I  think  five  years  of  playing  these  little  foolish  games  with 
each  other  is  long  enough.  I  may  have  lost  this  game,  but  you're  the  real  loser. 
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Final  Fall 

Rosalyn  Lomax,  Liberal  Arts  Instructor 

The  dog  flashed  into  my  peripheral  vision 
And  into  my  path  on  the  highway. 
Swerving  in  vain,  I  heard,  or  felt,  the  blow, 
Car  against  creature. 
He  limped  desperately  back  into  the  yard. 
I  parked  the  car,  raced  to  his  side, 
Helplessly  watched  his  golden  chest 
Rise  and  fall,  rise  and  fall,  rise 
And  fall  its  final  fall. 


Only  a  week  before 

I  had  sat  on  my  father's  bed 

And  helplessly  watched  his  feeble  chest 

Rise  and  fall,  rise  and  fall,  rise 

And  fall  its  final  fall. 

No  flash  of  sudden  danger. 

No  element  of  surprise. 

Still 

Overwhelming  disbelief  at  final  fall 
When  breath  gives  way  to  death 
And  chest  yields  up  its  treasure. 


Night  Song,  Richard  Darden,  JTPA  -  Counselor/Recruiter 
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Self-Portraits 


30 


Beth  Christian 

Associate  in  Fine  Arts 
Art 


Nick  Millner 
Associate  in  Fine  Arts 
Art 


Self-Portraits 


Sarah  Fordham 

Associate  in  Fine  Arts 
Art 


Peggy  Smith 
Associate  in  Arts 
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The  Dinosaur  Feather 

(A  Children's  Story) 
Cheyenne  Corbitt,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Drama 

Well,  it  started  when  historian  Taylor  Huffman  was  on  a  safari  in  Africa.  He  was  doing  research  for  a 
museum  in  New  York.  He  was  called  Boomer  by  his  friends  and  family.  Well,  back  to  the  story.  While  on 
his  safari  one  day,  he  found  a  rare  Dodo  feather.  He  added  it  to  the  collection  of  stuff  he  had  found  that  day 
and  went  his  way.  Boomer  walked  for  a  little  while;  then  he  took  a  break  for  lunch.  While  he  was  eating,  he 
happened  to  notice  some  very  unusual  rocks.  He  realized  at  closer  inspection  they  were  dinosaur  bones. 
Boomer  recognized  the  dinosaur  as  a  Triceratops,  and  he  reached  into  his  pack  and  pulled  out  the  feather  to 
remove  some  of  the  dust  and  dirt  from  the  fossils.  When  he  rubbed  the  feather  over  the  fossils,  they  began 
to  shake  and  glow.  Boomer  was  frightened,  so  he  ran  and  hid  behind  a  large  tree.  When  the  noise  and  light 
had  gone,  Boomer  peeked  around  the  tree  to  see  a  live  Triceratops  standing  before  him.  He  was  amazed,  to 
say  the  least.  The  Triceratops  sniffed  out  Boomer  and  gave  him  a  huge  lick.  Boomer  was  surprised.  He 
thought  the  animal  would  step  on  him  or,  worse,  eat  him.  He  then  realized  all  those  stories  about  dinosaurs 
were  false.  People  lacked  facts  like  the  one  standing  before  him.  He  rubbed  the  Triceratops  on  the  head,  and 
this  huge  dinosaur  acted  like  a  little  puppy.  He  was  really  calm  and  gentle.Then  from  nowhere  a  tribe  of 
Pygmies  came  out  of  the  jungle  holding  spears.  They  were  trying  to  capture  Boomer, 
but  when  the  Triceratops  saw  they  were  after  his  new  friend,  he  became  angry.  He  lowered  his  head  and 
roared,  frightening  all  the  Pygmies  away.  Boomer  wasn't  sure  what  he  was  going  to  do  with  the  dinosaur, 
but  before  he  could  make  up  his  mind,  he  turned  around  and  the  dinosaur  was  gone.  He  had  changed  back 
into  the  rocks  from  whence  he  had  come.  Boomer  didn't  know  if  it  had  been  his  imagination  or  if  the 
impossible  had  really  happened. 


Shinies,  Kerry  Thompson,  Associate  in  Arts 
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Puppet  Boy 

Chad  Weaver,  Associate  in  Science 

The  only  thing  I  feel  right  now  is  the  burning  from  the  rage, 

I  feel  like  a  wooden  puppet  trapped  in  a  cage. 

I  think  she  pulled  my  happy  string, 

but  wait~I  don't  feel  anything. 

All  my  cheer  is  gone, 

I  am  beginning  to  feel  all  alone. 

Not  wanting  to,  but  needing  to,  detach  from  everything. 

She  totally  controls  me, 

almost  as  if  she  owns  me. 

Nothing  but  a  playboy, 

living  as  a  puppet  boy. 

her  move  I  await, 

for  she  controls  my  impending  fate. 

Not  wanting  to,  but  needing  to,  detach  from  everything. 

If  only  I  could  walk  alone, 

some  way  to  make  it  on  my  own. 

If  only  I  could  find  a  life, 

I'd  cut  the  strings  with  a  knife. 

But  it's  just  a  dream  for  this  puppet  boy. 

No  matter  who  my  master  is,  I'll  always  be  a  toy. 

Not  wanting  to,  but  needing  to,  detach  from  everything. 


anger 

Adam  Williams,  Associate  in  Arts 

Though  her  heart  whispers  friendly  evasion 
I  know  my  love  is  of  the  true  persuasion 
And  your  violated  train  of  persuasive  thought 
By  some  amusing  primitive  social  plot 
Is  one  you  can  see  through  like  used  neutrogena 
But  only  after  blind  men  tell  you  they've  seen  her 
A  creature  so  clear  in  depth  of  spirit 
But  something  inside  tells  you  to  fear  it 

A  path  leading  to  forgetfulness 

Many  devoted  followers  preaching  spirituousness 

But  blocking  the  road  is  the  fear  inside 

Where  lost  men  dread  to  run  and  hide 

When  no  salvation  can  be  found 

Just  perch  yourself  on  solid  ground 

If  the  end  of  the  world  comes  too  late  for  you 

And  if  the  Garden  of  Eden  is  planting  nothing  new 

Just  think  back  to  the  first  day  you  cried 

And  then  the  last  day  you  wish  you  had  died 

Just  maybe  somewhere  in  between 

You'll  find  an  ounce  of  self-esteem 

A  situation  encountered  in  a  past  life 

Might  save  a  lost  soul  in  pursuit  of  a  wife 

When  love  is  the  only  thing  you  need 

In  a  world  self-serving  egotistical  greed 

Wonder  out  in  mind  and  pen  and  write  your  own  song 

Because  this  is  my  opinion,  I  could  be  wrong 


That  Beautiful  Face,  Peggy  Smith, 
Associate  in  Arts 
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Purgatory 

Michael  Doud,  Aviation  Maintenance  Technology 

One  of  the  most  terrifying  moments  of  my  life  occurred  when  I  arrived  at  Marine  Corps  Boot 
Camp.  Being  unemployed  and  having  no  money  can  cause  one  to  take  desperate  measures. 

"Marine  recruiter's  office,  now  that  seems  like  a  good  idea!"  Gunnery  Sergeant  Tanner  was 
a  smooth  talker  with  a  friendly  smile  and  the  appearance  of  a  poster  Marine.  Of  course,  I  fell  for 
it.  I  was  desperate.  Next  was  the  physical  examination.  It  can  be  quite  embarrassing  trying  to  stay 
cool  around  150  humans  in  nothing  but  their  underwear  and  submitting  to  that  unmentionable 
command,  'Turn  your  head  and  cough." 

I  arrived  at  Indianapolis  airport  at  6:00  a.m.  Two  hours  later  I  discovered  how  to  find  out 
when  my  flight  would  depart.  At  that  point  I  discovered  what  the  phrase  "Hurry  up  and  wait" 
meant.  I  embarked  on  a  plane  ride  that  took  me  all  around  the  country  with  many  stops  and  made 
its  final  landing  in  South  Carolina.  A  lion,  I  mean  Marine,  showed  me  where  to  go,  and  two  more 
hours  of  hurry  and  wait  ensued.  Finally,  a  Greyhound  bus  took  us  on  the  longest  bus  ride  of  our 
Uves. 

At  last  the  bus  crossed  the  bridge  to  Parris  Island.  It  was  like  crossing  into  another  world. 
The  swamps  reeked  with  the  odor  of  rotting  vegetation.  I  had  never  felt  so  alone  among  100  boys. 

Finally  the  bus  stopped  in  front  of  a  well-lit  barracks.  Before  us  stood  Marines  looking  fierce, 
square-jawed,  and  mean  with  creases  in  their  uniforms  as  sharp  as  razors!  I  was  so  terrified  my 
senses  went  blank.  "GET  OFF  MY  BUS,  MAGGOTS !  GET  ON  THE  YELLOW  FOOTPRINTS, 
YOU  CIVILIAN  SCUM!"  All  words  were  abrasive,  and  this  was  not  my  father  yelling  at  me. 
"Welcome  to  Parris  Island;  my  name  is  Sergeant  Smith.  I  will  be  your  mother,  father,  and  God  for 
the  next  16  weeks!" 

Twenty-two  years  later,  vivid  details  still  remain  firmly  implanted,  and  I  still  wish  for  it  to  be 
over! 


Ball  of  Lights, 

Sarah  Fordham, 
Associate  in  Fine  Arts  - 
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Cross  Road,  Elaine  Amurao,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  - 
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My  Heart  or  My  Will 

April  Lewis,  Early  Childhood 

What  is  stronger?  My  heart  or  my  will? 
Which  one  do  I  question  to  tell  me  what  to  feel? 
My  heart  loves  one,  but  to  go  with  another  would  be  my  will, 
Which  should  I  let  live  and  which  should  I  kill? 
My  heart  says  he's  my  soul  mate. 
My  will  says  just  a  friend. 
I  wish  all  this  confusion  would  come  to  an  end. 
Which  should  I  believe,  my  heart  or  my  will? 
Which  should  I  trust  to  tell  me  how  to  feel? 
Each  is  a  different  person,  each  a  different  one. 
To  choose  a  feeling  also  means  a  person  has  won. 
So  which  should  it  be,  my  heart  or  my  will? 
I  can't  say  and  they  won't  tell. 


Remember  Me  This  Way 

Megan  Nichols,  Associate  in  Arts 

Remember  me  this  way 

cause  things  are  going  to  change 
I'm  forgetting  the  past 

while  I  swallow  the  pain. 
Remember  me  this  way 

the  love  that's  deep  inside 
The  love  I  have  to  push  away 

and  try  too  hard  to  hide. 
Remember  me  this  way 

the  one  that  loves  you  so. 
But  now  I  guess  it's  time 

to  let  those  feelings  go. 
Things  are  going  to  change 

in  the  passing  days. 
But,  Baby,  keep  one  thing  in  mind 

Remember  me  this  way. 


A  Eass  or  A  Dream? 

Rachel  McNeal,  Early  Childhood 

Whispering  glances 

laughing  flirts, 
soft  smiles, 

a  feeling  that  hurts. 

A  play  of  the  hair, 

a  touch  of  the  knee, 
A  soft  blown  kiss 

aiming  towards  me. 

A  fast  beating  heart, 

a  silent  room, 
Is  this  a  kiss 

or  is  it  my  doom? 

Do  I  open  my  eyes 

or  pucker  my  lips? 

I  sure  wish  my  mom 

had  given  me  tips. 

The  kiss  is  done 

over  and  gone. 
Did  it  ever  happen 

or  did  it  take  long? 

Was  it  a  dream 

or  was  it  for  real? 
I'll  guess  I'll  never  know 

just  how  I  did  feel. 
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Pieces  of  Life,  Kerry  Thompson,  Associate  in  Arts 


Unobtainable  Love 

Michelle  Whaley  Midkiff,  Associate  in  Arts 


Loving  another  is  a  painful  awareness 

of  what  life  has  in  store. 
It's  the  sudden  slap  in  the  face 

by  someone  wanting  more. 
Needing  someone  is  tragic 

due  to  prophecies  unfulfilled 
By  the  hands  of  our  Great  Creator.... 

(Our  doom  He  hath  willed.) 
Desiring  you  is  my  iniquity, 

my  unforgivable  sin. 
My  retribution  is  the  dejected  reckoning 

of  the  love  I  cannot  win. 
This  endless  yearning 

has  become  a  hunger, 
A  perpetual  coveting  of  an  unobtainable  entity, 
The  ardent  craving  of  a  wavering  endeavor 

which  will  likely  never  be. 


This  bewitching  which  has  befallen  me 

is  mystifying  and  obscure. 
And  the  irresolution  becomes  more  cumbersome 

with  every  moment  I  must  endure. 
This  spiritual  examination 

of  foreboding  events  that  come  to  pass 
Prevails  upon  my  soul  to  affirm  the  disavowal 

of  relations  gone  before.... 
Yet  it  does  not  last. 
For  soon, 

the  arbitration  of  rapture  and  reason  begins 
And  the  unyielding  victor  is  confessed. 
Leaving  the  hopeless  minion 
of  sentiment 
to  subsist 

with  subjugation 
and  conquest. 
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A  Long  Way  from  Home 

Rosalyn  Lomax,  Liberal  Arts  Instructor 


Pvt.  David  H.  Fleming  was  a  long  way  from  home,  a 
rural  community  near  Bethel,  North  Carolina.  He  had  come 
by  way  of  Illinois  and  Colorado  and  Massachusetts.  From 
Boston  he  had  written  home  to  his  bride,  who  had  rejoiced  at 
his  coded  message:  "I  went  to  MASS  today."  Knowing  the 
unlikelihood  of  her  Protestant  husband's  having  actually  gone 
to  mass,  she  interpreted  his  comment  to  mean  he  was  in  Mas- 
sachusetts and  had  not  yet  been  shipped  to  the  conflict  in 
Europe.  It  was  1942. 

After  embarking  from  Boston,  Pvt.  Fleming  had  been  in 
England  and  Scotland.  His  young  wife  gleaned  another  clue 
to  his  whereabouts  when  he  wrote:  "I  went  to  visit  Miss  Elsie 
Jones  today.  She  was  doing  fme."  Just  down  the  road  from 
home.  Uncle  Johnnie  Jones'  wife  Elsie,  imported  from  Scot- 
land, added  rare  international  flavor  to  the  community  and 
thus  gave  Pvt.  Fleming  a  way  to  announce  his  location  with- 
out fear  of  censorship. 

Now  the  unit  had  moved  to  France.  Yes,  Pvt.  Fleming 
was  a  long  way  from  home  with  the  50th  General  Hospital, 
his  mobile  medical  unit.  On  this  day  he  slept,  resting  up  for 


night  shift  in  the  Army  hospital,  a  real  building  in  contrast  to 
the  tents  where  the  50th  General  had  been  functioning.  Per- 
haps he  dreamed  of  his  bride  and  other  family  members  far 
away  in  Eastern  Carolina.  Perhaps  he  had  nightmares  about 
the  brother  he  had  not  seen  in  two  years,  the  one  somewhere 
behind  German  lines  and  perhaps  already  dead. 

In  the  afternoon,  a  medical  team  brought  through  the 
gates  of  50th  General  Hospital  a  corporal  wounded  at  the 
Battle  of  the  Rhine.  Grabbing  the  first  soldier  he  saw,  the 
corporal  inquired,  "Hey,  you  know  if  there's  a  Pvt.  David 
Fleming  here?"  The  soldier  only  stared,  then  abruptly  turned 
and  ran. 

"A  son  of  a~!  He  didn't  even  answer  me!"  But  before 
the  wounded  corporal  could  be  admitted  to  the  hospital,  the 
soldier  returned  out  of  breath,  dragging  with  him  a  still  half- 
asleep  Pvt.  Fleming. 

The  private  was  wide  awake,  however,  the  moment  his 
sleepy  blue  eyes  met  the  familiar  sparkling  brown  eyes  of 
Cpl.  James  E.  Fleming,  his  brother,  alive,  reaching  from  the 
stretcher  to  embrace  him. 


Marbles,  Sarah  Fordham 

Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 
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Infernal  Knot,  Jody  Fulghum,  Associate  in  Science 


The  Green  Pod 

George  Dayhuff,  Associate  in  Arts 

It  may  seem  strange,  but  I  think  the  Habanero  pepper  is  beautiful. 
From  a  small,  stringy-looking  plant  with  tiny  yellow  blossoms  springs  a 
gastronomical  treat  that  will  awaken  your  sinuses,  lips,  and  taste  buds. 
Although  this  little  giant  may  look  unassuming  and  harmless,  one  bite 
from  this  miniature  green  pod  will  change  any  mean,  marauding,  macho 
man  into  a  lily-livered  lizard. 

Over  the  summer,  I  tenderly  watered,  pampered,  and  cared  for  my 
plants.  To  my  delight,  I  reaped  a  bountiful  harvest  of  fifty  peppers.  I  have 
used  the  dried  seeds  and  meat  to  enhance  many  of  my  favorite  recipes. 
I've  learned  to  use  caution  when  handling  these  babies.  I  had  to  carefully 
wash  my  hands  after  each  caress.  I  lovingly  watched  them  mature  from  a 
deep  green  to  a  brilliant  orange.  This  little  fireball  makes  me  proud  to  be 
a  pepper-picking  person. 
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Strong  And  Brave 

Joy  Reed,  Associate  in  Arts 

Princess  Victoria  sought  to  find  the 
strongest,  bravest  man  in  the  land. 
Many  different  events  were  held  to  give 
each  man  a  chance  to  prove  himself 
strong  and  brave.  Finally,  after  all  the 
contests  were  complete,  three  men  re- 
mained. 

In  order  to  find  the  strongest  and 
bravest  of  the  three.  Princess  Victoria 
told  the  three  contestants  to  venture  out 
into  the  world  and  return  in  three  days 
to  tell  of  three  brave  adventures. 

After  three  days  had  passed,  ev- 
eryone gathered  around  to  hear  the  three 
men  tell  of  their  brave  adventures. 

The  first  man  said,  'The  first  day, 
I  fought  lions.  The  second  day,  I  fought 
ferocious  tigers.  The  third  day,  I  fought 
man-eating  bears.  I  was  not  afraid,  and 
I  defeated  them  all."  The  crowd  was 
fascinated  and  yelled,  "He  is  the  stron- 
gest and  bravest  man." 

The  second  man  said,  "That's 
nothing.  The  first  day,  I  fought  man- 
eating  alligators.  The  second  day,  I 
fought  big  giants  that  were  taller  than 
the  tallest  tree.  The  third  day,  I  was  al- 
most eaten  by  a  fire-breathing  dragon." 
Everyone  screamed  and  sighed  as  he 
finished  his  story.  "But  I  managed  to 
escape.  I  was  not  afraid,  and  I  defeated 
them  all,"  said  the  second  man.  The 
crowd  was  absolutely  amazed.  Every- 
one cheered,  applauded,  and  said,  "He 
is  the  strongest  and  bravest  man." 

"Everyone,  settle  down.  There's 
one  more;  let  him  tell  of  his  three  brave 
adventures,"  said  Princess  Victoria. 

Everyone  was  quiet  and  listened 
carefully  to  hear  the  next  three  grue- 
some adventures. 

The  third  man  said,  "The  first  day,  I  met  people  of  a  different  race.  The  second  day,  I  met  people  of  a  different  creed.  The 
third  day,  I  met  people  of  a  different  color.  At  first,  I  was  afraid  because  the  experience  was  all  new  to  me.  Fear,  doubt,  and  a 
lack  of  understanding  tried  to  overpower  me.  I  overcame  these  ugly  monsters  with  my  only  weapon,  an  open  mind.  I  released 
the  power  of  positive  thinking  and  defeated  my  fears  and  misunderstandings  with  knowledge.  I  learned  about  all  kinds  of 
people.  We  became  good  friends." 

"But  where  are  the  lions,  tigers,  and  bears?  Where  were  the  alligators,  giants,  and  fire-breathing  dragons  in  your  brave 
adventures?"  asked  the  crowd. 

The  third  man  smiled  and  said,  "Most  of  the  monsters  that  we  face  are  only  in  our  minds." 

Princess  \^ctoria  stood  and  shouted,  "You  are  the  strongest  and  bravest  man  in  the  land.  You  were  strong  enough  to 
overcome  your  fears  and  brave  enough  to  tell  the  truth." 
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Medieval  Domain,  Matt  Komegay,  Jump  Start 


...Of  Love  and  Death 

Katrina  Schofill,  Associate  in  Arts 


A  minuscule  dot  in  an  infinite  universe.twirling  placidly. 
Blue  visible  beneath  wisps  of  white  cloud.  Extraordinarily 
beautiful  if  you  think  to  look,  or  have  time.  I  have  nothing 
but  time,  unfortunately.  I  suppose  the  best  form  of  punish- 
ment truly  is  boundless  time  to  think  about  the  crime  alone. 
Of  course,  the  alone  part  is  what  makes  it  most  effective. 

Alone.  ALONE.  The  word  resounds  in  my  head,  echo- 
ing off  cliffs  of  guilt  I  never  intended  to  have.  I  don't  think  I 
was  meant  to  be  a  criminal.  Criminals  have  no  guilt,  at  least 
not  when  they  are  launched.  Perhaps  that  changes  over  time. 
I  felt  guilt  from  the  moment  I  saw  the  look  in  his  eyes  as  he 
sank  to  the  floor. 

I  think  about  everything  that  has  happened  since  then 
and  wonder  if  there  is  some  reason  for  my  not  being  aware 
of  my  act's  purpose.  I  know  I  am  performing  a  service  for 
everyone  at  home,  taking  histories  of  other  cultures,  other 
species.  What  is  really  ironic,  however,  is  that  I  have  lost 
time. 

Amusing,  no?  I  don't  know  what  time  it  is.  I  don't  know 
what  date  it  is.  I  don't  know  what  CENTURY  it  is!  Ha.  Here 
I  am,  cataloging  the  times  of  entire  worlds,  and  I  have  no 
idea  whether  anyone  I  ever  cared  about  is  still  alive.  I  think  I 
have  no  choice  but  eventually  to  go  insane. 

Eight  years  ago,  or  rather  eight  years  before  I  was 
launched,  I  would  never  have  thought  I  would  wind  up  here. 
Back  then,  Nathan  was  helping  me  try  to  get—what  was  his 
name— to  go  out  with  me.  By  the  time  I  realized  he  was  a 
certifiable  jerk  and  Nathan  was  a  really  great  all-around  guy, 
I  thought  it  was  too  late.  We  had  been  friends  for  as  long  as 
I  can  remember,  but  I  didn't  know  much  about  his  personal 
life  at  that  time.  I  had  been  far  too  busy  with  my  own.  So  I 
let  him  think  I  still  wanted  the  jerk,  to  test  the  waters. 

We  would  be  out,  and  I  would  ask  a  question  that  prob- 
ably sounded  really  odd  to  him,  like:  "What  if  a  girl  you  like 
sees  us  here  together?" 

All  he  ever  said  was,  "If  it  happens,  I'll  deal  with  it." 

This  led  me  to  think  he  had  girlfriends  and  was,  in  fact, 
putting  his  own  personal  life  at  risk  for  mine.  It  only  made 
me  love  him  more  because  he  was  such  a  great  friend.  I  know 
it  sounds  incredibly  stupid,  but  bear  with  me. 

Then  came  the  day  the  jerk  asked  me  to  go  out  with  him. 
I  told  him  I  would  not,  under  any  circumstances,  go  any- 
where with  him.  When  I  told  Nathan,  of  course,  he  asked 
why.  I  answered,  "Because  he's  a  jerk." 

"Good,"  he  said,  "I'm  glad  you  finally  realized  it.  But  if 
you  weren't  going  to  go  out  with  him,  why  have  we  been 
studiously  ignoring  him?" 

"Well,"  I  replied  a  bit  sheepishly,  "ah,  Nathan,  because  I 
wanted  to  be  with  you." 

I  don't  think  anything  can  possibly  be  much  more  hu- 
miliating than  trying  to  explain  to  the  man  who  used  to  be 


the  boy  who  dumped  all  the  sand  out  of  your  sandbox  that 
you  are  in  love  with  him. 

"What?  You  can  be  with  me  without  us  following  him 
everywhere."  He  thought  I  was  truly  insane. 

I  took  a  deep  breath.  "Okay.  I  wanted  him,  so  you  were 
helping  me  try  to  get  his  attention,  right?" 

"Yes." 

"So,  if  there  were  another  guy  I  wanted,  would  you  also 
help  me  get  his  attention?" 
"Yeesss." 

"Even  if  he  happened  to  be  attached?" 
"I  guess  it  depends." 
"On  what?" 

"On  what  he's  attached  to!Lise,  you've  never  been  this 
way  before.  First  one  guy,  then  another  guy.  How  long  will 
it  take  you  to  see  what's  in  front  of  your  face!?  You're  tear- 
ing me  apart." 

Now  it  was  my  turn  to  be  confused.  "What  are  you  talk- 
ing about?  You— you  are  in  front  of  my  face."  I  had  never 
paid  much  attention  to  the  way  Nathan  looked  before,  but 
then  it  dawned  on  me  that  he  was  gorgeous. He  had  thick, 
wavy  black  hair  that  he  kept  short,  emerald  green  eyes,  and 
features  that  were  saved  from  being  cliche  by  a  slight  bump 
on  his  nose  that  he  got  by  jumping  off  my  house  when  he  was 
eleven.  For  the  first  time,  I  wondered  why  hordes  of  women 
weren't  always  with  him. 

"Yes,  I  know,"  he  said  sadly,  making  me  start  because  I 
thought  he  was  responding  to  my  thought.  "Never  mind. 
What's  his  name?" 

"Who?" 

"The  guy." 

"Oh!  Well,  it's  Jonathan  Kingston,  Junior." 
"Me?" 

"Yes!  Are  you  attached?" 
'To  you!  I've  been  in  love  with  you  for  a  while." 
"Why  didn't  you  say  something  sooner?" 
"Alienate  my  best  friend  while  making  a  complete  fool  of 
myself  Sure.  Uh-huh.  Say!  Let's  get  married!" 
"What?  Now?" 
"Yes!  Why  not!" 

I  tried  my  best,  but  I  couldn't  think  of  any  good  reason 
not  to  marry  him.  We  were  married  and  were  sublimely  happy 
for  four  years.  Most  of  our  friends  made  a  big  show  of  being 
disgusted  by  our  kissing  in  public,  but  others  thought  it  was 
"sweet." 

About  a  month  after  our  fourth  anniversary,  odd  things 
began  happening.  I  would  go  to  bed  and  wake  up  in  the  shower. 
More  often,  I  would  do  something  over  which  I  had  no  con- 
trol, but  watch  myself  doing  it.  One  morning,  I  watched  my- 
self cook  an  entire  breakfast  AND  call  Nathan  before  could  I 
control  myself.  Of  course,  I  told  him  about  it.  He  was  terribly 
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upset,  but  I  told  him  there  probably  was  no  reason  to  worry, 
that  it  was  just  stress.  He  asked  me  why  I  would  be  stressed, 
so  I  told  him  about  the  dreams.  The  dreams  where  I  was  run- 
ning from  some  terrible  unseen  evil,  and  the  ones  where  I  saw 
it,  worse  than  words  can  describe,  and  it  slowly  tore  me  apart 
as  my  payment  for  the  opportunity. 

He  didn't  like  this  either,  so  I  told  him  if  it  became  much 
worse,  I  would  try  to  find  help.  But  the  dreams  eased  up  after 
I  told  him  I  would  find  help,  and  not  so  many  "things"  were 
happening.  I  had  all  but  forgotten  my  problem  by  the  time  our 
fifth  anniversary  came  around. 

Our  friends  toasted  us:  "Half  a  decade.  May  you  have 
nineteen  more  together." 

To  which  Nathan  replied,  "Noooo,"  in  a  most  comical 
way. 

I  silenced  him  with  a  kiss  and  our  friends  applauded."Still 
going  strong,"  they  said  in  unison.  I  think  it  was  plaimed  some- 
how. 

A  week  after  that,  I  had  another  dream.  In  it,  I  was  alone, 
completely  alone,  save  for  some  ghost-like  figures  I  could  see 
but  not  touch.  I  couldn't  speak  with  them  either,  and  they 
were  constantly  changing.  I  woke  from  this  dream  screaming 
and  calling  Nathan.  He  put  both  his  arms  around  me  and 
managed  to  calm  me. 

After  I  told  him  about  the  dream,  he  said,  "You  won't 
have  to  worry  about  that.  As  long  as  I'm  around,  you  won't 
be  alone,  and  I'm  not  planning  on  going  anywhere." 

I  found  that  comforting.  I  shouldn't  have,  but  I  did.  I  was 
with  the  person  I  loved  most  in  the  universe,  and  I  went  back 
to  sleep. 

Two  nights  later  I  went  into  the  kitchen  to  get  some  water. 
I  remember  I  wanted  a  glass  on  the  center  island  when  I  no- 
ticed one  of  our  largest  knives  on  the  counter.  I  took  it,  plan- 
ning to  put  it  where  it  belonged,  but  the  light  glinting  off  the 
sharp,  serrated  edge  caught  my  eye.  I  noticed  how  it  looked 
like  diamond  if  I  held  it  just  so;  then,  I  was  in  the  air  watching 
myself.  I  saw  myself  take  a  swallow  of  water,  then  put  down 
the  glass,  examine  the  knife,  and  grin.  That  was  a  wholly 
strange  grin.  I  would  not  have  thought  my  face  capable  of 
such  contortions. 

I  saw  Nathan  come  into  the  kitchen,  yawning  and  stretch- 
ing. "Hi,"  I  heard  him  say,  "I'm  not  used  to  sleeping  without 
you.  The  bed  got  cold." 

I  saw  myself  smile,  normally  this  time,  and  nod.  He  came 
closer  to  me,  talking  all  the  while.  "Hey,  Hon?  How  'bout  we 
have  a  b— ,"He  was  standing  on  the  other  side  of  what  he 
thought  was  me,  starting  to  put  his  arms  around  it,  so  I  couldn't 
quite  see  what  happened  when  his  speech  stopped  so  abruptly. 
Then,  I  was  in  myself  agam,  holding  the  knife  which  was 
buried  in  my  husband's  midsection,  feeling  the  sticky  warmth 
of  his  life's  blood  pouring  over  my  hand.  He  put  his  arms  out, 
trying  to  catch  himself,  and  knocked  my  water  glass  to  the 
floor,  where  it  shattered  into  thousands  of  tiny  shards.  I  re- 
member thinking  for  a  second  before  I  fully  realized  what 
was  happening  that  I  had  really  liked  that  glass. 


"Why?"  he  whispered,  but  his  eyes  said  so  much  more 
than  that.  His  eyes  said,  "I  loved  you.  I  thought  you  loved  me. 
What  have  I  done  to  deserve  this  from  you?" 

All  of  this  in  the  split  second  before  I  screamed  and  called 
an  ambulance.  I  know  I  should  have  stayed  on-line  with  the 
operator,  but  I  was  too  frightened  to  think.  I  ran  back  to 
Nathan.  He  was  trying  to  pull  out  the  knife. 

"Just  leave  it,  please,"  I  begged.  "You  will  just  hurt  your- 
self worse  if  you  pull  it  out."  I  could  tell  from  the  look  on  his 
face  he  was  wondering  why  I  cared.  "Nathan,"  I  sobbed,  "I'm 
sorry.  Please  don't  die.  Please.  I  love  you.  I  know  it  looks  like 
I  did  this,  and  I  suppose  it  is  my  fault,  but  it  wasn't  really  me. 
I  couldn't  control  it  any  more  than  you  could.  I  understand  I 
will  be  punished  for  it,  but  I  want  you  to  understand  I  would 
never  have  done  this  to  you." 

He  nodded  just  a  little,  then  his  eyes  closed.  "Nathan!"  I 
screamed.  "Nathan,  don't  you  die  on  me.  I  mean  it!  I  knew  he 
was  gone.  I  crumpled  myself  next  to  his  body  and  wailed  as 
loudly  as  possible.  The  ambulance  arrived  a  full  minute  later. 
The  paramedics  asked  me  if  I  was  hurt.  At  first  I  thought  they 
were  extraordinarily  stupid,  but  then  I  realized  I  was  covered 
in  Nathan's  blood.  Then  they  asked  me  if  I  knew  who  had 
done  it.  Naturally,  they  wouldn't  assume  I  had  done  it.  I  had 
called  them,  I  was  still  there,  and  I  was  crying  as  if  my  best 
friend  had  died  (because  he  had). 

I  could  lie  and  be  discovered  in  an  hour  or  so,  or  I  could 
tell  the  truth.  I  picked  option  #2. 

"I  did  it." 

"What?" 

"I  did  it.  Go  ahead  and  start  building  my  forever  prison." 

It  took  the  government  long  enough  to  build  the  thing.  No 
matter  how  convincing  the  evidence,  if  I  had  said  I  was  inno- 
cent, my  family  and  friends  would  have  supported  me,  tried 
to  help  me  through  the  ordeal.  As  it  was,  they  wanted  nothing 
to  do  with  me.  I  can't  say  I  blamed  them.  From  their  point  of 
view,  I  had  killed  a  man  simply  for  standing  in  front  of  me.  It 
was  almost  a  reUef  to  be  launched,  to  get  away  from  their 
hatred. 

Here  I  am.  You  know,  they  really  couldn't  do  anything  if 
I  stopped  taking  histories.  Of  course,  I  couldn't  do  anything 
either.  There  wouldn't  be  anything  to  do. 

I  think  Nathan  was  going  to  say  "baby"  before  he  was 
killed.  He  would' ve  been  happy  to  know  I  was  pregnant.  I 
had  the  baby  while  I  waited  to  be  launched.  Jonathan  Kingston 
in.  My  baby.  My  precious  little  Nat,  who  looked  just  like  his 
father.  They  took  him  from  me  just  before  the  launch.  I  hope 
he's  okay,  if  he's  even  alive.  I  wonder  what  it  would' ve  been 
like  to  raise  him  with  Nathan.  Nathan  would  have  been  a 
great  father. 

I  think  Nathan  was  killed  because  he  was  such  a  wonder- 
ful husband.  Something  wanted  me  alone,  and  he  had  made  it 
quite  clear  he  wasn't  going  anywhere.  So  it  killed  him.  I  wasn't 
allowed  to  go  to  his  funeral.  I  don't  even  know  if  there  was  a 
funeral. 


I  still  have  dreams.  In  one,  my  dead  parents  discuss  with 
me  the  fact  that  my  father  was  not  human.  They  tell  me  that 
my  half-and-half  nature  might  make  life  a  little  more  diffi- 
cult and  that  I  might  need  quite  a  bit  of  time  alone,  to  come 
to  terms  with  the  difficulty.  I  think  there  might  be  something 
to  that  one. 

In  another  dream,  I  heard  Nathan  arguing  with  some- 
one. I  couldn't  see  anyone;  I  could  only  hear.  Nathan  said, 
"It's  not  her  fault;  she  didn't  harm  me.  She  doesn't  deserve 
this  punishment." 

The  person  replied,  "She  admitted  guilt.  She  deserves 
what  she  gets." 

"You  aren't  listening!  It  wasn't  her.  She  would  not  try 
to  kill  me." 

A  tiny  voice  said,  "Daddy?  Mommy?"  And  then  I  came 
awake.  I  don't  know  why  I  would  be  delusional  enough  to 
dream  that  Nathan  was  alive  and  he  and  Nat  were  together. 
Perhaps  it  soothes  me.  I  was  told  I  would  probably  create 
my  own  illusory  world  to  compensate  for  the  lack  of  con- 
tact with  any  living  thing.  Of  course,  I  didn't  believe  I  would 
do  that.  Not  I.  But  I  wouldn't  have  thought  I  would  kill  the 
man  I  loved,  either. 

Will  I  ever  die?  My  existence  seems  to  be  interminable. 
I  know  about  time  dilation  and  all  that,  but  it  does  seem  that 
I  would  eventually  stop  working.  Why  am  I  still  breathing? 
I  don't  think  they  could  have  possibly  sent  enough  air  to 
keep  me  for  untold  ages.  Isn't  it  odd  I  never  thought  of  that 
before?  Perhaps  if  I  try  very  hard,  I  can  make  myself— my 
heart—stop  working.  Go  to  sleep  and  never  wake.  It  sounds 


too  simple.  Either  sleep  forever  or  be  with  my  husband.  A 
no-lose  situation.  If  only  I  could  make  it  happen.  I  constantly 
relive  his  murder.  I  remember  the  unbelieving  look  of  be- 
trayed trust  on  his  face,  the  way  his  warm  blood  felt  as  it. 
came  out  of  him,  and  most  of  all  the  agony  I  felt  when  I 
realized  he  was  dead. 

Perhaps  this  is  all  just  foolish  sentiment,  but  I  don't  care. 
Shocking,  isn't  it,  that  after  so  long,  I  don't  care  about  the 
thoughts  of  someone  who  will  never  read  this?  I  am  going  to 
sleep  now.  I  think  I  will  make  a  game  of  it,  see  how  long  I 
can  sleep. 

Good-night. 

*    *  * 

I'm  awake,  but  I  don't  want  to  be.  I  won't  open  my  eyes 
immediately,  and  maybe  I  can  go  back  to  sleep.  It's  odd,  but 
now  that  I  think,  I  seem  to  be  in  a  bed.  A  real  bed.  I  open  my 
eyes,  and  see  Nathan  standing  over  me  with  Nat.  Neither  of 
them  seems  to  have  aged  at  all. 

"Nathan?"  I  ask  groggily,  thinking  maybe  I  really  am 
still  asleep. 

"Lise,"  he  sighs,  sounding  relieved,  "Thank  heaven!" 

I  realize  how  much  I  have  missed  the  sound  of  his  voice. 
"Nathan?"I  say  again.  "Can  it  really  be  you?  You— you're 
dead." 

"I'm  here,  aren't  I?  Come,"  he  says,  holding  out  his  hand, 
"let's  go  home.  I'll  explain  it  all  to  you." 

I  take  his  hand,  still  not  sure  of  what  is  happening,  but 
glad  enough  to  be  with  him  not  to  really  care. 


Sunrise  of  the  Square,  Nicholas  Millner,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 
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Total  Comfort,  Sarah  Fordham,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  - 
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Alone  in  a  Dream 

Jenny  Martin,  Information  Systems 

The  sky  is  dark  and  black. 

I  am  alone. 
The  night  is  calm  and  still. 
I  am  alone. 
I  hear  a  dog  howling  to  the  moon. 

I  am  alone. 
Then  out  of  the  blackness  of  night 
You  appear. 
You  are  alone. 
You  are  shrouded  in  darkness  and  mystery. 
Your  soul  cries  out  in  pain. 
It  cries  out,"I  am  alone." 
And  so  we  come  together. 
No  longer  are  we  alone. 
But  as  the  break  of  day  comes 
You  disappear  in  the  mist. 
And  again  we  are  alone. 
As  the  sun  rises  I  awake  to  find 
It  was  all  a  dream. 


Reflection  on  Updike's  Separating 

Susan  Edwards,  Associate  in  Arts 

Broken  commitments 
shatter  like  fallen  icicles 
from  the  roof's  edge 
upon  the  beginning  of 
Winter's  thaw. 
What  once 
shimmered  beautifully 
in  the  light 
now  Ues  broken 

in  the  dirt. 
Stepped  upon. 
Crushed. 
Crumbled. 
Pieces  of  no  longer. 


Mindbender 

Eleanor  Strider,  Associate  in  Arts 

She  can  never  love  him  that 
way  again.  After  the  tears 
stop  he  will  be  gone  never 
to  be  with  her  again.  She 
thinks  about  how  they  were 
but  too  much  stood  in  their 
way.  She  wishes  she  could 

tell  him  about  the  love 
she  felt,  but  he  would  only 
laugh  and  say,  "It  can  never 
be."  He  played  with  her  head 
and  now  she  is  dead  inside.  The 
only  thing  she  thinks  of  now  is 
how  to  keep  in  touch  in  case 
he  changes  his  mind. 
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Questions  That  Were  Never  Asked 

Barbara  Wruck,  Medical  Transcription 


If  I  could  speak  to  my  mother,  I  would  ask  her  several 
questions.  I  would  first  ask  her  to  tell  me  about  her  child- 
hood. I  think  she  would  say,  "When  I  was  very  young,  I 
played  with  my  older  sister's  personal  things.  She  used  to 
get  upset  with  me  every  time  I  went  into  her  room.  My 
grandparents  used  to  call  me  'Snooky'  because  I  was  the 
youngest  and  smallest  in  the  family.  Just  like  your  daugh- 
ter, I  played  the  clarinet.  I  played  the  clarinet  from  sixth 
grade  to  my  senior  year  of  high  school." 

Then  I  would  ask  her  why  she  did  not  see  the  doctor 
when  she  started  to  have  pain  and  knew  she  would  die.  She 
would  say,  "I  was  afraid  of  what  I  might  find  out  from  the 
doctor.  At  first  I  thought  it  was  from  my  tooth  because  I 
had  my  teeth  done.  Then  I  thought  it  might  have  been  due 
to  stress.  The  day  I  was  sent  to  the  hospital  is  when  I  found 
out  what  was  causing  the  pain.  The  doctors  assured  me 
they  could  remove  the  aneurysm.  I  was  happy  they  could 
fix  my  problem,  but  I  did  not  know  I  was  going  to  die." 

Next  I  would  ask  her  reasons  for  not  helping  us  deal 
with  what  could  and  did  happen  to  her.  She  would  say,  "I 
had  the  family  say  the  rosary  every  night.  I  made  sure  you 
and  your  brothers  and  sisters  knew  that  I  wanted  your  dad 
to  remarry  if  he  chose  to.  I  know  that  I  should  have  recom- 
mended the  family  attend  my  funeral,  so  everyone  could 
feel  a  closure.  I  know  I  also  should  have  suggested  that 
your  dad  and  the  family  go  see  a  psychiatrist." 

The  last  question  would  be  about  what  type  of  career 
she  had  had  in  mind  for  me.  She  would  reply,  "When  you 
were  young,  I  took  you  to  where  I  had  worked  and  placed 
you  on  my  chair.  Your  fingers  went  straight  to  my  type- 
writer. I  knew  then  you  should  work  in  an  office  setting, 
but  all  I  wanted  was  for  you  and  the  rest  of  your  siblings  to 
be  happy  and  enjoy  life.  I  also  wanted  all  my  children  to  be 
responsible  adults  and  not  just  grown-up  children." 

If  I  could  speak  to  my  mother  one  more  time,  I  would 
know  at  last  that  she  did  the  best  she  could. 


Wood  Knots 

Martha  Komegay,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 
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I  Remember  Granna 

Brenda  Crouch,  Associate  in  Arts 


After  my  grandmother  died, 
she  lay  in  the  casket 
and  people  said 
how  natural  she  looked; 
she  didn't  look  natural  at  all 
but  like  a  magnolia  blossom 
long  preserved  to  brittleness. 

Now  she'd  never 
set  me  on  her  lap  again 
to  wash  me 

or  tell  me  to  pick  up  the  books 
that  covered  my  floor. 
I'd  never  again  see  her  hurt  face 
after  my  grandfather's  cutting  remarks 
(and  he  cried) 

or  hear  her  complain  of  her  hip. 

We  used  to  take  a  nap  together, 
it  was  the  only  way  she  could  get  me  down, 
I  remember  how  safe  and  warm  I  felt 
curled  against  her  stomach 
fitting  perfectly  between  her  breasts  and  thighs. 

There  was  that  hot  day  when  we  went  fishing; 
I  pulled  a  big  bass  out  of  the  water, 
he  flopped  and  wiggled, 
desperate  to  escape. 

Granna  kept  my  prize  from  getting  away  though; 
she  grabbed  a  tree  and  wobbled  back  and  forth 
as  she  stood  on  him. 


They  asked  me  which  dress  to  bury  her  in. 

I  picked  the  red  print 

that  always  made  her  look  so  youthful. 

They  said,  Oh  no  that  will  never  do. 

They  buried  her  in  a  shroud 

that  thin,  light  thing 

so  like  a  nightgown; 

she  would  have  hated  it. 


Symbol  of  Autumn,  Sarah  Fordham 
Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


Afterward, 

they  gave  her  wedding  ring  to  me 

and  I  rushed  away 

to  the  privacy  of  my  room. 
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Grandmother's  Face 

Joy  Reed,  Associate  in  Arts 


Oh,  now,  do  I  dare  understand, 
your  love  for  me  was  part  of  the  Master's  plan. 

Prisoner  of  dark  secrets;  black  blood  in  my  vein. 
Executioner's  laugh  of  deep  shadows  of  pain. 

The  face  of  victory  to  my  rescue. 
You  smiled  and  said,  "Do  not  fear. 
God  is  the  judge,  and  He  is  here." 

I  wear  the  pain  across  my  face 
of  those  who  pleaded  a  different  case. 

I'm  charged  with  ugliness; 
I'm  accused  of  worthlessness. 

A  plea  of  hopelessness,  pain  and  strife. 
But  you.  Grandmother,  pleaded  dearly  for  my  life. 

Ugly  birth  of  hidden  sin,  a  questionable  seed, 
I'm  a  rare  bird  of  a  different  breed. 

Curiously  wondering  for  years, 
finding  it  impossible  to  dry  my  tears. 

But  you.  Grandmother,  smiled  and  said,  "My  child,  don't  cry. 
Hold  your  head  up  high." 

Mercy  and  goodness  inside  your  soul; 
years  of  prayers,  in  secret,  untold. 

Your  face  doesn't  mask  or  veil  any  shame. 
Through  your  love,  I  finally  know  my  name. 


Intersection 

David  King 

Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


The  evidence  was  written  all  over  your  face; 
I'm  definitely  your  granddaughter, 
and  I  have  a  home  in  a  heavenly  place. 

Thank  you.  Grandmother,  your  face  held  the  keys  to  my  release. 
For  years,  I  looked  in  the  mirror  but  couldn't  find  peace. 

I  could  not  see  the  beauty  that  was  a  part  of  me. 
You  gave  it  to  me,  Grandmother;  you've  set  me  free. 


Oh,  Grandmother! 
Now  I'm  set  free! 
Your  sweet  face  I  see.  It  means  that  I'm  beautiful,  and  I'm 

set  free! 
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Abyss  of  Bubbles,  Nicholas  Millner,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


Angel  Unaware 

Pat  Sanders,  Human  Services 


The  most  bittersweet  moment  of  my  life,  one  that 
changed  my  life  forever,  occurred  on  January  7,  1992,  at 
Wayne  Memorial  Hospital. 

I  was  eight  months  and  two  weeks  pregnant,  eagerly 
awaiting  the  arrival  of  our  fifth  child.  The  day  was  pro- 
ceeding normally  with  my  husband  and  children  leaving  for 
work  and  school.  Jeremy,  my  youngest,  and  I  were  looking 
forward  to  spending  time  with  my  mother 

That  day  I  realized  that  our  unborn  baby  would  make 
an  entrance  into  the  world  with  little  warning.  We  had  barely 
reached  the  hospital  when  Beth  was  bom  thirty  minutes 
after  the  first  twinge  of  labor  pain.  A  girl!  A  little  sister  for 
four  brothers! 

However,  immediately  after  her  birth,  Beth's  health 
quickly  deteriorated.  She  was  having  difficulty  breathing 
and  was  very  blue.  Doctors  suspected  Beth  had  Down's 
Syndrome  and  a  serious  heart  problem.  Doctors  and  nurses 
were  everywhere  as  preparations  were  being  made  to  airlift 


her  to  Greenville,  but  it  was  too  windy!  Beth  was  trans- 
ported by  ambulance. 

Many  doctors  and  nurses  worked  with  Beth  in  the  neo- 
natal unit  at  Pitt  Memorial  Hospital,  and  she  began  to 
progress  steadily.  She  was  transported  to  Wayne  Memorial 
Hospital  after  several  days.  Finally,  we  were  able  to  take 
our  beautiful  daughter  home. 

The  last  five  and  a  half  years  have  been  some  of  the 
happiest  and  most  painful  years  of  my  life.  I  have  often  felt 
as  though  I  were  on  a  roller  coaster  ride  with  many  highs 
and  some  low  spots. 

Today,  Beth  continues  to  amaze  us  with  her  talents. 
She  is  a  survivor  who  is  happy,  fiin-loving,  and  mischie- 
vous. She  brings  joy  to  many,  many  people.  We  love  her 
very  much  and  would  not  change  a  moment  of  her  life  even 
if  we  could.  Beth  has  given  my  life  greater  meaning  and 
hope. 


50 


The  Snow  Reminds  Me  of  You 

Anna  Sanchez,  Human  Services 


I  see  the  snow  and  it  reminds  me  of  you, 

of  the  promises  and  hopes  that  you  made  come  true. 

The  flakes  flutter  down  in  a  wild  disarray, 

I  can't  help  but  laugh  because  you  were  that  way. 

Always  flamboyant,  full  of  so  much  life. 

Even  when  this  world  gave  you  so  much  strife. 

I  look  at  the  beauty  of  the  snow  on  the  ground, 

it's  like  your  love;  it's  everywhere  around. 

The  snow  reminds  me  of  you. 


Some  Do,  Some  Don't 

Grace  Lutz,  Media  Technician 

Some  have  the  time  to  say  goodbye. 

Some  never  had  the  chance. 
But  you  knew  that  they  loved  you 
By  a  simple  little  glance. 

God  gives  some  the  wisdom 
To  let  others  know  how  they  feel. 
To  live  day  by  day  in  a  way 
To  show  their  love  is  real. 


Little  Helper 

Angle  Darden,  JTPA,  Case  Manager 

When  you  need  a  helping  hand 
A  little  helj)er 

is  in  great  demand 
To  hammer  nails, 

or  paint  a  wall 
To  hold  the  ladder 

so  you  won't  fall 

Whatever  the  chore, 

be  it  great  or  small 
A  helper  can  help  you 

through  it  all 

But  tools  are  a  must 

for  the  job  to  be  right 
One  paint  brush  for  two 

would  take  all  night 

A  toolbox  for  your  helper 

is  just  what  you  need 
For  a  helper  with  no  tools... 


First,  they  love  their  Master 
By  striving  to  be  good 
And  telling  others  of  God's  love 
By  living  as  they  should. 

Then  they  love  the  spouse  God  gave 
By  keeping  vows  made  long  ago. 
By  faithfulness  and  sharing  all  life  brings. 
Do  they  say,  "I  love  you  so." 

Their  children  are  loved  in  a  special  way 

Sometimes  hard  to  understand. 
They  love  and  scold  and  tease  and  mold 
And  help  them  grow  as  best  they  can. 

For  friends  and  family  there  is  no  question 

That  love  and  loyalty  are  there. 
They  hold  you  up  and  love  fills  your  cup 
To  always  say,  "I  care." 

So  give  God  praise  for  all  your  days. 
Tell  others  how  much  you  care. 

And  they  will  know  you  love  them  so 
By  the  lifetime  that  you  share. 


Is  no  help  indeed! 
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City  of  Blocks,  Chris  Daily,  Associate  in  Arts 

Playground 

Gary  Pullen,  Information  Systems 

Sometimes  I  watch  the  wind. 

I  watch  the  sun  in  front  of  me. 

I  look  at  all  the  seeds,  sit  and  watch  them  grow. 

Sometimes  the  sun  gets  in  my  eyes  so  bright  I  cannot  see 

Big  cotton  balls  against  a  sky  of  blue. 

The  world  gets  older  and  I  move  a  little  slower. 

I'm  all  grown  up  now;  my  childhood  days  are  through 

I  see  a  Uttle  girl  walk  by  and  I  don't  even  know  her 

She  gets  on  a  swing  on  the  tree  that's  grown  so  high. 

Seems  like  yesterday  I  did  the  same. 

I  get  a  picture  in  my  mind  and  breathe  a  sigh. 

These  days  seem  much  shorter  than  the  ones  I've  left  behind. 

Every  once  in  a  while,  I  see  some  folks  from  my  youth. 

They  haven't  changed  much  and  I  guess  that's  a  good  sign. 

They  say  the  young  in  heart  stay  young  in  spirit; 

I  wonder  if  that's  the  truth. 

Sometimes  I  look  back  and  wish  I  were  still  there, 

Jumping  in  the  leaves  and  lying  in  the  sun. 

Playing  in  the  snow  with  the  trees  all  bare. 

Tossing  around  the  ball  and  having  so  much  fun. 

Now  those  days  are  gone  and  the  future  is  unsure. 

I  hope  I  am  as  happy  as  I  was  back  then. 

I  hope  the  days  are  good  when  I  walk  out  the  door. 

I  pray  until  the  day  I  die  I'll  always  remember  when. 
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My  Cry 

Linda  Davis,  Associate  in  Arts 

When  I  cried  out  to  you 
Why  didn't  you  hear  me? 
On  the  streets,  at  work,  at  home 
No  one  stopped  or  cared  to  see. 

When  I  locked  myself  in 
And  wouldn't  come  out. 
Didn't  you  wonder 
What  it  was  all  about? 

When  I  slammed  the  door 

With  steam  coming  from  my  head 

And  with  fire  in  my  eyes,  I  cried  out 

Again  and  again,  "How  I  wish  I  were  dead. 

Don't  want  to  live.  Don't  want  to  die. 
Day  after  day  I  cry,  cry,  cry. 
Hopeless,  a  failure,  dumb  and  ashamed, 
I  can't  even  decide  who  I  should  blame. 

Then  I  found  a  little  haven 
With  an  angel  inside. 
She  gave  me  a  potion 
And  opened  up  my  mind 

She  watched,  she  listened 
And  she  heard  my  cry. 
She  said,  "You'll  be  all  right 
There's  no  need  for  you  to  die." 

The  angel  told  me  good  things 
That  I  needed  to  hear. 
Because  now,  for  the  time  being 
I  can  face  some  of  my  fears. 

I 

Yes,  for  the  time  being. 


The  Price  to  Pay 

Chad  Weaver,  Associate  in  Science 

Oh,  how  dark  the  midnight  skies 
with  nothing  to  see  but  the  bloodshot  eyes. 
What  is  this  beast  which  is  following  me? 
Did  it  fall  from  the  sky  or  crawl  from  the  sea? 
Did  it  arrive  to  mutilate  me? 
If  that  is  so,  then  so  shall  it  be. 
For  pain  is  rooted  in  me, 
Just  as  life  is  to  a  tree. 
So  Beast,  dig  out  the  pain  with  your  blackened  knife. 
Dig  out  the  pain,  and  I  will  pay  with  my  life. 


Boarded  Window 

Sarah  Fordham 
Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


53 


A  Part  of  Me 

Laticia  Owens,  Criminal  Justice 


By  the  time  I  had  reached  twenty-two  years  old,  I  thought  I  was  untouchable;  no 
sickness  or  great  harm  would  come  to  me~I  knew  I  could  survive  anything.  I  found 
that  to  be  so  untrue.  When  you  hear  of  people  having  cancer,  you  think  of  older  adults 
and  you  just  know  it  will  never  happen  to  you. 

I  always  did  my  monthly  breast  exams  faithfully.  On  this  occasion,  I  felt  some- 
thing I  had  never  felt  before.  I  brushed  it  off  saying  it  was  probably  just  nothing.  As 
time  progressed,  the  spot  started  to  get  larger  and  more  noticeable.  I  turned  to  some  of 
my  co-workers  whose  advice  was  to  go  see  a  doctor.  The  doctor  I  chose  did  a  routine 
exam  and  some  tests.  After  the  exam  was  over,  he  said  to  me,  "My  nurse  will  be  in 
contact  with  you  later."  A  few  days  passed,  and  I  finally  got  a  call  from  the  nurse 
saying  that  the  doctor  had  to  see  me  ASAP.  Upon  returning  to  the  doctor,  I  was  told 
that  I  showed  signs  of  cancer  in  my  blood  tests,  and  he  then  scheduled  me  for  an 
appointment  with  a  surgeon  who  decided  with  me  that  surgery  would  be  the  best  thing. 

Within  the  next  week,  I  was  given  a  day  and  time  to  be  at  Wayne  Memorial 
Hospital  for  the  operation  to  remove  over  a  third  of  my  left  breast.  I  was  still  thinking 
to  myself,  "I'm  just  twenty-two." 

After  the  surgery  I  found  myself  becoming  unaware  of  what  was  going  on  around 
me,  not  caring  about  my  life,  how  I  looked,  or  anything  else.  I  found  myself  sliding 
into  a  deep  depression  with  no  way  out. 

Gradually,  I  began  to  read  my  Bible  as  I  had  been  taught  as  a  child  to  do.  I 
received  my  deliverance  from  a  verse  I  read  in 
Psalms:  "But  it  is  good  for  me  to  draw  near  to  God:  I  have  put  my  trust  in  the 
Lord  God,  that  I  may  declare  all  thy  works"  (Psalms  78:23). 
I  gradually  prayed  back  what  I  had  lost  and  a  little  more.  I  got  a  whole 
new  outlook  on  life.  I  had  worn  glasses  since  I  was  eleven  years  old, 
so  I  decided  to  get  some  contacts;  I  got  a  short  haircut;  I  did  a  bit  of 
soul-seeking  to  find  myself.  I  had  to  face  a  fact:  my  life  did  not 
have  to  stop  because  I  had  lost  a  part  of  me. 

Today  at  age  twenty-five,  I  live  a  strong  and  healthy  life.  I 
have  learned  that  this  experience  cannot  harm  me  but  can 
help  me  to  be  a  better  person.  I  try  to  share  this  experience 
with  other  women  to  remind  them  that  their  monthly 
exams  are  very  important  no  matter  what  age  they  are. 
You  learn  from  your  mistakes  so  you  can  teach  others. 


Missing  Link,  Megan  Davis,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 
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Spillway 
Bridget  Talton 

Associate  in  Science 


Languishing  at  Lunch 

Rosalyn  Lomax,  Liberal  Arts  Instructor 

Closing  my  eyes,  I  stretch  out  on  cool,  hard-packed  sand 
Warmed  by  sun,  misted  by  sea  spray,  I  rest. 
Waves  thunder.  Surf  laps  gently. 

Harsh  car  alarm  intrudes. 

I  find  myself  on  the  brick  wall 

Of  the  campus  amphitheatre. 

An  F-15  thunders  from  the  base. 

The  Spillway  fountain  laps  and  sprays  in  the  wind. 

Only  the  warm  February  sun 
Survives  the  wakening— 
The  sun 

And  my  summer  memories. 
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Oh  Great  Battlefield,  My  Heart 

Jason  Daniel,  Associate  in  Arts 


lY^e  Friends 

fonte  craig,  Pre-Engineering 

Deep  beyond  the  deepest  sea 

A  troubled  water  lies  inside  of  me 

For  the  things  internal  that  be 

Cause  a  troubled  water  inside  of  me 

Calm  the  water  to  say  is  vain 

Not  drowned  but  drowning  with  this  pain 

From  the  things  internal  that  be 

Deep  inside  beyond  the  deepest  sea 

Help  me,  I'm  drowning  but  no  one  hears 

Ears  cannot  hear  my  silent  tears 

Nor  can  eyes  see  my  internal  cries 

But  I'll  live  if  somehow  I  can  cause  myself  to  rise 

Out  of  the  deep  place,  deep  beyond  the  deepest  sea 

I  must  rise  out  of  this  place  inside  of  me 

In  order  to  rise,  FIRST  I  must  love  myself 

For  love  is  the  only  thing  that  will  save  me  from  this  death 

So  I  focus  thoughts  of  Love  toward  me 

So  I  may  rise  from  this  deep  place,  deeper  than  the  deepest  sea 

Then  and  only  then  can  I  Love  another. 

Desperately  gasping  for  life  as  I  rise  a  bit  further 

Suddenly  hate  appears  and  I  start  to  descend 

Hate  is  an  enemy  but  Love  is  a  friend 

"Hold  on  to  me,"says  Love,  "I'll  save  you" 

But  still  the  choice  is  left  to  you 

Just  as  it  is  left  to  me 

Only  I  possess  the  power  to  escape  the  troubled  sea 


Oh  great  joys,  oh,  great  sorrows. 
The  bitter  passion  within  me  you  stir. 
Oh  great  battlefield  of  the  will, 
Almighty,  take  captive  that  of  my  own! 

Oh  great  battlefield,  my  heart, 
A  seed  of  promise  within  you  bums. 
Bums  against  opposing  fire  of  my  wants. 
My  wants.  His  will  ~  I  want.  His  will! 

Help  me!  please,  help  me,  I  cry. 
The  arrows  within  my  heart, 
I  beg  you,  remove  them 
Lest  I  surely  die! 

Bleeding  upon  my  dampening  pillow, 
I've  been  split  apart. 
Help  me,  heal  me,  fill  me,  carry  me 
Upon  this  trampled  battlefield,  my  heart. 


YOU 

Diana  Rana  Clay,  Accounting 

You  are  the  person 
who  has  to  decide 
whether  you'  11  do  it 

or  toss  it  aside 
You  are  the  person 
who  makes  up  your  mind 
whether  you'll  lead 

or  linger  behind 
Whether  you'll  try 
for  a  goal  that  is  far 
or  be  contented  to  stay 
where  you  are 
Take  it  or  leave  it 
there's  something  to  do 
just  think  it  over- 
It's  all  up  to  you! 
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Rediscovery 

Ginger  Shelton,  Information  Systems 


You  remind  me 

of  a  smothered  summer  evening 
when  I  was  young  enough 
to  think  the  world  magical 
and  that  I  was  the  first  to  discover  it 
when  dusk  falls  at  an  evening  hour 
all  would  come  out  of  their  houses 
to  see  the  fireflies  alight 
as  they  came  close, 

I  would  surround  them  with  praying  hands 
Leaving  a  thin  line 
To  walk  my  eye  across 
so  that  I  could  see  the  star 
that  had  fallen 

and  had  been  captured  in  my  hands 

that  is  how  I  feel  right  now 

with  you  in  my  arms 

there  is  no  separation  between 

the  surrounding  porch 

and  the  sky  above 

I  love  you  more 

than  I  would  have  ever  allowed  myself 
with  any  other 
all  past  pains 

trickling  away  like  a  river  in  thaw 


Rainbow  Mountain,  Elaine  Amurao,  Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 
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Bad  Hair  Day 
Sarah  Fordham 

Associate  in  Fine  Arts  -  Art 


The  End  of  An  Era 


The  forthcoming  retirement  of  Marian  Jones  Westbrook  from  the 
Wayne  Community  College  faculty  after  twenty-eight  years 
not  only  leaves  a  void  in  the  Liberal  Arts  Division  but  also  robs  RENAISSANCE 
of  its  senior  editor.  The  following  dedication  appeared  in  the  1992  RENAISSANCE: 


For  her  love  of  the  language, 
For  her  intellectual  knoM^ledge  and  love  of  learning, 
For  her  delight  in  the  arts  and  in  teaching  them, 
For  her  creative  spirit  and  the  inspiration  she  gives  her  colleagues, 
For  her  whimsical  wit  and  wisdom. 
For  her  twenty-one  years  of  service  to  Wayne  Community  College  as  an  English  instructor 
And  for  her  continuous  service  as  an  editor  of  RENAISSANCE 
from  its  conception  in  1985  through  this  eighth  issue, 

the  1992  RENAISSANCE 
is  dedicated  by  her  co-editors  to 

Marian  Jones  Westbrook 


RENAISSANCE  without  Marian  Westbrook  defies  imagination  and  inspires  considerable  sadness  in  the 
remaining  editors,  whose  affection  and  best  wishes  for  retirement  accompany  these  Ughthearted  yet  sincere  Unes: 

The  renaissance  of  RENAISSANCE  each  year  has  debt  to  pay 

To  Marian  who  never  lacks  a  witty  word  to  say. 

She  never  fails  to  find  a  line  redeeming  every  poem 

And  rescues  every  essay  and  brings  it  up  to  form. 

She  always  spots  the  work  of  art  to  make  this  book  complete 

And  recognizes  genius  when  she  finds  it  at  her  feet. 

She  reads  and  proofs  and  proofs  again  until  her  eyes  grow  dim. 

She  Ustens  to  her  cohorts  and  acknowledges  each  whim. 

She  claims  the  role  of  practical  one.  (We  try  hard  not  to  smile. 

Yet  she  does  have  to  take  command  and  rule  once  in  a  while.) 

The  only  way  the  Spicer-Lomax  board  can  keep  its  impetus 

Is  hereby  to  appoint  Westbrook  as  Editor  Emeritus! 
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Quills  of  the  Writer,  Walter  Harper,  Special  Credit 
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